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Noellen and the Stone Flute 


Looking for America 

1965-1978 

This section covers the period of my writing while I attended Ohio State University, 
in Columbus Ohio, from 1965 to 1969, and the short time I lived alone in Chicago 
before I was drafted into the US Army, January 1970. It was a time in which two very 
intense friendships and one very intense love converged: 1967.1 never fully recovered 
from that deadly convergence. Searching for America was driving a motorcycle very 
fast to put as much distance as possible between me and myself. It represented a 
hopeless hope to escape the pain of too much love. Hopeless in the Land of Hope. 

The section also includes the time, from 1972 until 1978, that I returned from the 
Army to Columbus and married Talma, up to the time we moved to Israel. During this 
period, I worked as a computer programmer in Columbus and then in Chicago, and 
we gave birth to two children, Assaf and Ari. 
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Noellen and the Stone Flute 


Song of Symbols 

University years (Ohio State University): 1965-1969 
It is a song of symbols, 

Clocks and stars; 

A string tied to a rock, 

At the other end, a kite. 

One small blue wildflower 
On this slow grassy hill, 

A little like Noellen, I think. 


Shakuhachi 

A wordless breathing of shakuhachi 
Flutes down the path of pale green radiance 
Into our ears and eyes 
From beyond midnight. 

Hours reflected in wine. 

Hands touching silence. 

Towards dawn 

The vibrations of a gong 

Floated down in waves that overlapped each other 
In vast complexities. 

We felt a wetness spring between our cheeks. 

One of us cried 
I did not know who. 

As if we had violated the universe 

We were cast apart 

Until we stood in the world 

Now separated by a hyperspace of time. 

Sand Grains 

Sand grains trickle 
through a child's hands; 

Slowly he becomes an adult. 

Invisible 

Invisible the gods creep on the backs of frogs croaking 
and their adjacent water-lilies. 

Moving toward a child praying in the winds, 
asking flowers instead of questions. 

They ambush him at a temple formed from latent visitations 
and blossoms that have opened. 

They dance upon his head and tear him from soul to soul. 
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incantation and dance, 

But the child is unaware 

and so the blossoms remain closed, keeping their secrets. 

Invisible the gods creep exhausted under the down of ducks quacking, 
away from the child into the setting eye. 


The Glen 

Wondering into the silent secret of a glen 
I see she 

The scream of the laser beam 
Too early, too late 
And now it rains 
Pieces of brains. 

Grabbing it all up as a child would say gimmie. 
Unknowing the night of her 
And engulfed in a kiss. 

Come here, it all says. 

But I hear 
Become her. 

Frightening strikes and the grass runs away. 


Sometimes 

Sometimes 

If I don’t have anything to do 
I wonder whether there’s some silence 
That hasn’t been honked away by horns 
Some hungry tuft of earth 
That hasn’t been keep off the grassed 
Or asphalt lain 

Some woman that hasn’t been my wifed. 


Sea Gull 

Two beams playing in the star light 
Flash and fall upon each other. 

A sea gull flies through the rendezvous of lights 
And screams. 


Changes 

The thought warms its hands over its own thinking. 
The frost, because of crickets singing. 

The sun becomes the moon 
As the dream changes. 

Another thought enters 

Transforms the colors to their proper places 
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And sweeps the darkness from the mind. 

The moon becomes the face 

But the dream transforms them to an open field 

Shining and wonderful. 

The snow begins to fall 
On the brown hair of summer. 

They drink the thought of autumn wine 
And thought touches thought. 


The River 

The young man lies on his belly 
Gazing over the edge of a bank of flowers 
With the river pushing against his hand, 

Like a small request. 

Without reflection the river carries her feeling. 

One bird silently brushes the face of space. 

Snow falls from the old forest. 

The young man’s hand goes away with the clear river 
To a place where feeling and reflection are one. 

What They Mean 

Northwestern University, Evanston Illinois, Autumn 1969 
Whenever you walk among the softened copper leaves 
On a wispy smoked autumn morning, 

See the dim face of a sun eight minutes old. 

Feel the warmcool paradox in your body's secret hiding places. 
Hear the gentle shivering at the tops of tall trees. 

And possibly wonder what they all mean — 

Why, they mean I love you. 

Two Sunsets 

Chicago Illinois, Autumn 1969 

She looked 

Softly 

Through two sunsets 


Butterfly #1 

The last butterfly of autumn, 
A chord of silence 
Strikes. 
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Her Hearing 

Chicago Illinois, Winter 1969 

Her hearing 

was 

so sensitive 
it 

could break 
glass. 


Cupped Body 

Holding your touch in my cupped body 
Burning is being 

Above the ripples in Adam’s pond 
And the child who cast the first stone. 

All worlds were clashing cymbals of meaning 
When eyelashes could draw blood 
From my fathomless will. 

Ancient words before meaning 
What your touch means. 

Poems that make frogs wonder. 

Star fall and kisses. 

Thoughts of impossibility. 


Silent Succubae 

The lone god sits alone upon his throne, 

Velvet and marble and gold 

Among Dorian thrusts of column 

And dripping light from crystal chandeliers. 

Echoes of a false dawn fall 

Upon silent succubae of the tall ceilings. 


Butterfly #2 

The first butterfly of winter 
Drops frozen among large snowflakes 
From chrysalis to crystal irony. 

Turn away eyes 
From butterfly death 
Which will melt in time. 


13 



The Midnight Falls 

Columbus Ohio 1972 

The midnight falls in silent raindrops 
From my greylit window forever. 

Cars pass through the street in distant sound 
And walkers push their hearts against the cold. 

Inside my room I hear the sounds of my wife 
As she sits upon my bed adjusting her stockings. 
I watch her in the mirror above the bureau. 

Outside are puddles and reflections. 

I am sprawled upon the bed 

And run my fingers gently over her white slip 

Remembering I am only a child, 

A child dreaming of his own family, 

Dreaming in a greylit window. 
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Noellen and the Stone Flute 


Slipping over the Border 

Europe: 1970-1972 


This section covers the period when I was drafted into the US Army and was 
stationed in Darmstadt, Germany, June 1970 - December 1971. During this period I 
struggled to preserve my soul and senses, while the Army did its best to pulverize 
them. After completing my duties, whenever I could, I would slip off the base to eat at 
a gasthaus, to listen to music in a jazzkeller, konzerthalle, or stadtchurch. On 
weekends and bits of vacation I scraped together, I would hitch rides as far as I could 
to see the lesser seen sites of Germany and sometimes slip over the border to 
Switzerland, down to Bern, or travel by bus or train to Paris, Amsterdam, Austria, 
Belgium, and Spain. I even hitched planes to Italy, Greece, Turkey, and Israel. During 
this time I also slipped over the borders of my mind. I was very lonely. I had friends 
and loves, but they only made me lonelier. 
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Noellen and the Stone Flute 


Solar Storm 

Heidelberg, the other side of the Nekar River: June 1970 

The sun came rolling down 
the side of the mountain 
leaving the trees where they stood 
as though light did not matter 
and yet it was true. 

Painting of a Smile 

A painting of a smile within a painting of a girl, 

Eyes have known pain, 

Flesh, flesh. 

A ringed hand raises a cup to cratered lips parted 
And wine trickles through wordless orifice 
Through a body of no one’s knowing. 

The ringed hand chops down 
And the cup explodes upon the table. 

Silence follows. 

Across the room the painting smiles 
Or perhaps it is a painting of a smile. 

Outside, many years ago, 

A light storm. 

Her face. 

Fingers clawed the clay. 

Dawn diminishes the cold photon fire 
That flies from rusted wheels of trains 
Crashing through my windows. 

I walk through Hilbert space 
Infinity glued to my skin. 

God gambles at my feet with a Roman 
For my seemless word. 

Out! I cry with vanished desire. 

Darkness creeps backwards 

Facing the Dawn and bowing now and then. 

I begin to sag against infinity 
Strangling softly, strangely. 

Women weeping. 

Then I see her for a moment 
Silhouetted lightly on a tall cliff. 

Her thin arms rising and falling 
To some percussion in my head. 

An alien familiarity. 

Her eyebrows are raised slightly 
And her mouth is a straight line. 
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She directs something, 

Something I barely feel. 

I can feel it now more than before. 
It is her intention. 


Displacements 

A moment inverted 
Becomes cool midnight 
Entering a forest 
With her lips against my ear. 

Harpsichord leaks a liquid mood 
Between the beechnut trees. 

Cotton spores from burst pods slide into the wind. 
Mushrooms luminesce. 

I hold her face in my eyes - 
Hyperbolic single being. 

We weave spider webs in leafy churches 

And speak words that are displacements of nighttime. 

Where our cheeks touched liquid moments flowed 
In that place out of time. 

Before my eyes, 

She changes from woman to god to monster to woman again. 
Each moment her unchanging smile 
Turns more ironic. 

We are all fragments of a great symbol 
And symbols of a great fragment. 


Bloodmyth 

Darmstadt: November 1970 

Eoggy midnight fingers in a November sky. 

Grey-orange leaves on a wet path. 

Betrayal in the moon. 

The old strength returns. 

The pale green light returns to the eyes. 

The bloodmyth returns to the arms. 
Existence is a form from the future. 


Transparency 

Eike a transparency, a fine moon rain falls 
On luminous mushrooms. 

Broken spiderwebs glisten from fingered bark. 
Eeaves crackle with soft tensions 
And eyesights intersect 
Then disappear. 
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Cassandra #1 

Darmstadt Germany, Winter 1970 

1 . 

My eyes hold themselves in my fingertips, 
Watched and watching in the speeding midnight. 
Softly, silently, you hold my breath 
In your breathing. 

The leaves cling green to the black wind. 

2 . 

Whispering against the winter. 

Dying alone, immortal against eternity. 

God-rise and God-set, 

Horizons in Cassandra's green eyes. 

3. 

Galaxies cannot crush delicate snowflakes 
Or a rose petal. 

Nor can I touch you. 

Empathy of imagination. 

Pale thinking in your forehead. 

Omega echoes barely heard. 

4. 

Nor can the beginning of a universe 
Say a word. 

Only silence listening. 

Dawn creeps spiderlike over protein formulae. 
Genetic truths. 

Omens, Cassandra. 


The Wheat Field 

Germany 1970 

The wind parts the wheat silently; 

Her clear-earth hair rises slightly 
Above warm brown shoulders. 

A dark thin man stands within. 

Arms tense, fingers twitching. 

Eyes fixed on wheat-colored hair near the horizon. 
Pale and shimmering. 

Delicate folds of gown trickle over shoulder. 
Breast, belly, thigh, pebble, creek bed. 

The man stretches up his arms. 

Hands, fingers, to a ghostly sun. 
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To feel, to caress. 

Slender trees at noon. 

In feverish dreams I crashed 
Through dimensions of existence 
Far below blistering surfaces 
Of senseless visions. 

Like nodes of broken light 
Sliding over a spider web 
Toward the center, 

My scattered selves 

Raced toward a shrivelled world. 


Her Path 

Heidelberg Germany, June 1970 

Her path preceded 
By butterflies and 
Other sentient beings. 

A cloud of birds 
Ascends 

Through a field of cows. 

Cassandra #2 

Cassandra! Vestal mother of Sargon, 
Seeress of the past. 

Pale lesbian. 

What Kansas corporal raped you 
Before your goddess gaping 
Through scooped out stone eye sockets 
And Trojan incense from her lap? 
Were you the spoils of war? 

Was he the hell that war is? 

Priam is destroyed. 


Stone Angels 

Notre Dame Paris, July 1970 

Among stone angels with muted icewings 

Birds eat birds 

And children laugh children. 

Slender, it crawls up 
With delicate web buttresses 
Slender, singing in the green twilight. 
Search among the ruins 
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Of one's futures 
For lost fates. 


Writing 

Paris, July 1970 

This writing 
a writhing 
In the desert. 


The Shining One 

Darmstadt, August 1970 

By himself, the forest, and her memory, 
Smokey greygreen realities. 

Echoes that reach his retina 
From his brainstem. 

A promise made to one who is 
Not, 

Contains all within his inner night. 
When twilight walks back 
Towards the shining one. 


Ophelia 

Amesbury England: May 1971 

Ophelia's green hair flowing in the Avon 
Looking out from swimming eyes 
The bridge collapsing into suicides 
Her skirts billowing in the mists. 

I laugh. 

The magpie flies. 

The yellow primrose. 
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Noellen and the Stone Flute 


Casting Bread upon Water 
Israel: 1978-present 


This section covers the period of our life in Israel, from 1978 until the present. It 
includes the time I was drafted into reserve duty in the Israeli Army, from 1983 to 
1998.1 continued to work as a computer programmer and we gave birth to our third 
child, Ayal. I tried grafting a new identity onto my old identity, revising my history 
and my future as I went along, but it did not work very well. I became even lonelier, 
even in the midst of my loving family. Casting Bread upon Water is a biblical 
reference to Ecclesiastes (Kohelet) Chapter 11 Verse 1 "Cast your bread upon the 
water for you will find it after many days". Whereas the usual interpretation is an 
instruction for generosity or an entreaty for trusting in a Higher Being, my personal 
association is with stuffing a note in a bottle and casting it into the sea from a deserted 
island, and about as hopeful as retrieving it once again after the intended person has 
picked it up and read it. Once you intend that bread for a specific entity, one who is 
not exactly omnipresent, your odds of reaching the one you intended dwindle down to 
a point source in the space-time continuum. 
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Noellen and the Stone Flute 

The Moon Rose 

Ein Gedi 1971 

Before 

The moon rose like a bloated stomach 
Through the salt mists of the Dead Sea. 
Bats flew singing over my head. 

The dry white bone 
Shone 

Like a wood flute 
Beside me 

And I sat on my haunches 
At peace 

In the star-eyed desert. 


Sheva 

Raanana 1979 

1 . 

A beating of wings 
outside the window 
startles my sleep 
each morning. 

2 . 

Dust rises, turds fall 
from the ambling herd of sheep. 
Foreigners walk nimbly, 
the rest of us don't care. 

3. 

A land of harsh light 

and delicate flowers that will break 

if you look too hard. 

4. 

Light slants through the shutters, 
leaves shimmering against the sky, 
a fly encircles our snoring. 

5. 

The sun sets 

in a pool of blood and dust 
spread thin. 
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6 . 

At night the stars 
make cricket sounds 
outside the village. 

7. 

In the Sinai Desert 
an old Beduin sells 
scalding coffee in demitasse cups. 


Flash Flood 

Raanana, Spring 1979 

The shadows of birds 
fled quickly over the ground 
and up the walls of houses 
like a flash flood 
of dismembered darkness. 


Shesh-Besh 

Raanana, Summer 1983 

1 . 

Flutterings, 

a pair of milkyellow wings 
joined to an insect body. 

2 . 

It is pleasant to sit in my garden 
and eat the fruit of my shessick tree. 

O Jessica, my shessicka, 
the birds love you too. 

3. 

Sitting at a bus stop 
outside the village of the grandfather, 
attending to the quiet flickflicking 
of the sprinklers in the orange grove. 

My eyes rest on the concrete water tower 
squatting behind the distant eucalyptus. 

It seems so out of place. 

Like a politician at a poetry reading. 

4. 

A fragile green shawl 

cast over brown desert shoulders. 
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soft colored veil masking 
gleaming rock teeth, 
cool eyes that a weary man 
may drink from, 
my Bedouin maiden. 

5. 

In another month, 

I will be a soldier again, 
this time probably for real. 
Why, God? 

I came to praise life, 
not to bury it. 

6 . 

God, 

it is good, 
being 
here 
now. 


The Crop Duster 

Raanana 
In the distance, 

a yellow crop-duster buzzes over the eucalyptus 
like a bee over rustled grasses. 


Checkmates 

Tel Aviv, November 1990 

1. Brittle leaves unsatisfied 
Blow around. 

Two worn overcoats playing chess. 

2. Cigar stub in a coffee mug. 

Waiter folding napkins. 

Two old chess players. 


6000 Miles and 30 Years Away 

Raanana 

Old world spirits must be overrunning this country; 
How else to explain this poetry coming into my hand 
After all these years. 
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Must be the autumn lights, 

Same as childhood's. 

My mother was a poetess. 

Father was a writer and a storyteller. 

She wore a scarf. 

Emily was the name she would have chosen for herself. 
Her long autumnal hair, lifted by iambic breezes. 

She wrote a book of poetry. 

I never saw it. 

Father had all the instincts. 

She didn't wear her motherhood so easily. 

Father left school to be a father and a husband. 

One day. Mother left home to be a poet. 

One day, she left the country. 

One day, she left the world. 


Day of Remembrance 

Raanana, April 1991 
There is a people 
Who builds a life 
Around sirens. 

Can you believe it? 

The music is a monotone 
That contains all tones. 

They measure grief by it 
And stand silently still. 

They wake to it in the middle of the night 
And run fast for cover. 

The music starts low 

In the bowels of the earth 

And reaches up into their bowels 

And ascends through them 

To split the sky like arrows 

Such that crashing bombs are anticlimax. 

Even little children and the senile 
Know the subtle nuances 
Of the siren's ghastly wail 
And measure their lives and deaths 
By its meter. 

I sometimes wonder whether 

The people play those sirens like musical instruments 
Or whether those sirens 
Play their people 
Plucking their silent chords. 
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A Eucalyptus 

Raanana, August 1992 
Desert plain awash in moonlight; 
A single eucalyptus hoots, 

A distant mountain answers. 


The Well 

Raanana, April 1994 
A man too young to be so old 
dips his pail into the well 
that has been dry all these years. 
What does he expect to retrieve 
besides dusty stones and spiders? 


A Wedding Bell 

Raanana, April 1994 
A wedding bell tolls 
far away, far away 
twenty years of solitude 


Sands of Sadnesses 

Raanana 

Thou 

Sands 

of sadnesses 

Can't put my finger on it 

Thousands of sadnesses 

Want to come out 

Won't come out 

Thy reign is 

Fall 

ing on the more. 

Blonde Belinda Tulips 

Tok-tok-talking at the door 

Take a bite of my poison Apollo 

You will find its taste 

Infinite 

You will die it 

You will like it. 

All you know will be 
as it was before you were 
Wish you were 
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The rain drop 
Springs from the puddle 
As though rejected. 

My consciousness 
lugs its body around 
from party to parting 
until it finds enough 
vodka to drown in. 


Interpretations of Silence 

Raanana, November 2001 
Silence of stone, 

Silence of night, 

Dead silence. 

Silence before the storm. 

Held breath, 

A scream in space. 

Before anything. 

After everything. 

A single rose. 

The silence of silence. 

Your answer to all my questions 
Silence. 


27 



Cadmus 

Raanana, September 8, 2002 
Womb to grave 
In Adams fall 
We finned all 
Womb to womb 
Poor little hillbilly 
Knee-high to a jigger 
Never seen a whippoorwill 
Poor little Jew-boy 
Seen the light 

And can’t take silence for an answer 
Poor old bleeding heart 
Who weeps for Cadmus? 

Mother to earth 
Womb to grave. 


Aging 

Raanana, November 11, 2002 

1. An old man picks up a book 
Thumbs through the pages 
Stops 

Wonders why he underscored those lines. 

2. The old couple 
Measures time 
Against each other. 


Little Jack Horner 

Raanana, March 3, 2003 
Little Jack Homer 
Sat in a corner 
Eating his humble pie; 

He plunged in a dagger 

Pulled out his heart 

And said what a good poet am I. 


Covenant 

Raanana, April 4, 2003 
Life is great 
Life is sweet 

There are so many reasons 
To stop and stay awhile. 

I would break Faust’s covenant with Mephistopheles 
Every moment I’m awake. 
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But if I should go down that infinitely long path before you, 
Then you should know 
I got my wish. 

You never told me I love you. 

Whenever I said I love, 

You’d say yes or I know 
Or nothing. 

I’d lick my wounds 
And spin another poem 
Around another world. 

Yet the pain in your eyes 
When you thought you hurt me. 

Your hand feeling for my hand 
When we walked together. 

Our three sons. 

Our one bed. 

The sandwiches. 

Are proof enough. 

I don’t know what 
I’d do without you. 

So if I go down that infinitely long path before you. 

Then you should know 
I got my wish. 


Closure 

Raanana, December 1, 2003 
Fog. 

You again. 

Fog again. 

Notes: 

A word is worth a thousand pictures. 

Is it possible to write a haiku in one word? 

I don’t know, but I am sure you can write one with no words. 


The Other Side of Orion 

Raanana, December 14-18, 2003 
So far from you, 

Orion wears his scabbard on the other hip. 
In the pin-pricked void. 
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Even When 

Raanana, December 18, 2003 
I will always love you, 

Even when I don’t always say, 

Even when my lips stop saying, 

Even when I have no lips to say. 

Even when no one remembers how to say. 
Even when there is no one left to say, 

I will always love you. 


The Reason for Rhyme 

Raanana, October 8, 2003 
(January 13, 2004) 

Seneca once said 
Art is long 
But life is short. 

He was wrong though. 

Art died today. 

The reason for it, that is. 
They say 

Not for rhyme or reason. 
Rhyme died today. 

The reason for it, that is. 
No more words. 

No one to read them. 
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From Over the Rainbow 

Raanana, January 16, 2004 
Ding dong, the witch is dead. 
Which old witch? 

The lovely witch, 

That which I loved. 

The witch whose spell 
Could stop my heart. 

The witch who could make it beat 
To her dance and incantation. 

Hi ho, the tragedy. 

Sing it loud, sing it soft. 

Hi ho, the lovely witch is dead. 

Her magic, not enough. 

Not enough for one more breath. 


The Mail Box 

Raanana, March 28, 2004 
I don’t get out to the mail box much anymore. 
There doesn’t seem much point to it 
Since you passed away. 

I used to scan the horizon, 

I don’t know what I was looking for. 

After tall buildings sprang up 
Between the sea and me 
I’d scan the starry night. 

All that’s left of the universe 
Is the cold glow 
Of dying embers. 

The dog seems to understand 
As she lifts her face back up at me. 

Don’t worry old girl, 

Your world’s not in any danger. 

I unlatch the back gate. 

She trots through the dry brambles 
Down to the gully 

Picking her way over the dry stones. 

How shall I remember you 
With so few memories 
And so many dreams. 
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From this distance 

It’s hard to tell the one from the other 
Except for the sweetness of the one 
And the bitterness of the other. 

She trots on ahead 
As dogs do 

Looking back from time to time 
To be certain that I’m following her. 

The first memory is one of ambivalence: 

My back against the wall 
And your ineluctable closeness, 

A vortex of duality. 

The second memory is one of opening up 
Everything that was closed in me 
In order to receive more of you, 

Walking with you 

Echoed under the bridge one dewy night. 

The Rock House imagining a world 
In which we could marry. 

I’ve since married in another world 
(What they call the real world) 

And fathered children who have fathered children. 
Now that world is unimagined 
And I am left with only this one. 

The third memory is a long dream of becoming you. 
Of seeing through your eyes. 

And feeling you from the inside. 

I suppose it was the beginning of my suicide. 

The dog trots back and nuzzles my hand, 

A concerned expression, 

A demand for presence. 

There are more memories. 

My paralysis when you came up from behind 
And pressed your heart against me. 

Bells falling from a burning string 
Like a flaming kite floating out to space. 

The last memory is a wordless pleading 
As you came crashing down all around me 
And I was left holding all that you were 
In my empty hands. 

Where were you? My wife asks. 

Walking with the dog, I answer. 
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Could you take out the trash? 

Sure babe, just a moment. 

Is everything all right? 

Everything is just fine. 

You seem so quiet. 

I was just thinking. 

Are you sure you ’re all right? 

Yes I’m sure I’m all right. 

I’ll change the light bulb outside for you too. 
Don’t worry your head 
(Because your world’s not in any danger). 
Did you say something? My wife asks. 

No. 


First and Last Love 

Raanana, April 16, 2004 
Alone, 

The old man remembers his first love 
And his last. 


Possibly Inevitable 

Raanana, April 16, 2004 

There is not a single square I haven’t stood on, 

Not a single piece I haven’t touched. 

A move is made 

A consequence obtained 

And then we backup and replay it differently 

For different consequences 

Or until we’re sated. 

We’re all gods around a chessboard. 

They say if there is even a small possibility 
No matter how lonely and remote 
That it must happen inevitably 
Somewhere in eternity. 


Memories 

Raanana, May 8, 2004 
Time turns us subtly 
Into our memories 
And then we are forgotten. 
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Down Refugee Road 

Raanana, May 22, 2004 
The clouds are my country, 

The rustled leaves, my passport. 

My countrymen are shadows. 

Our borders meander 

And change their contours so often 

Without a hint of casus belli. 

At night I see sometimes 

Its city lights nestled among its mountains 

And round its lakes. 

Each light another world. 

Pity my plight 

For I am an exile condemned forever 
To view my country from afar. 

This estranged land. 


Sweet Gentle 

Raanana, July 31, 2004 
Gentle sweet 

Gone already into the night 
Halfway across the void. 

The problem is not 

That the living forget the dead 

But that the dead forget the living. 

I visited your grave 

And the one thing of which I was sure 

Was that the one place in the wide universe that you are not 

Is in this place. 


Gotterdammerung 

Raanana, October 10, 2004 

Thought gazes into a mirror 

But Death stares back at him 

Having just arrived from that place 

From which no one escapes 

Having sped through that gaping wormhole 

As though time didn’t matter 

As though there was no time for space. 

It has been a year now. 
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Have you any news of her? He asks him. 

No, she left me too, soon after. 

As though for someone far more interesting. 

Heaven knows she’s confounded all of us. 

Thought turned away from Death 

And Noellen from Thought 

And once again for the umpteenth time. 

Little birds turned into bells, strings, and fire. 

He glanced back at the mirror 
And saw himself 
Stardust to stardust 

CrapM K 

Star Child. 

He mouths a single word: 

Gotterdammerung! 

Not so much a prophecy 
As a willing. 

A note for the perplexed: 

1. Thought = That (modern spelling license) 

Death = Toth (Egyptian God of Death) 

QED: That is the mirror image of Toth (if you treat “th ” as a dipthong) 

2. The Russian word is pronounced “starik”. It means “old man I’ve always 
associated Star Child with Old Child, ever since I learned Russian. 

3. Ragnarok ("Doom of the Gods"), also called Gotterdammerung, means the end of 
the cosmos in Norse mythology. It will be preceded by Eimbulvetr, the winter of 
winters. Three such winters will follow each other with no summers in between. 
Conflicts and feuds will break out, even between families, and all morality will 
disappear. This is the beginning of the end. — Micha E. Lindemans. 

Maybe “God Damn’’ could be associated with “God Doomed”. 


I Ink Therefore Iamb 

Raanana, December 22, 2004 
A few things I've learned about poetry: 
Never write a poem about poetry. 

And the more emotion you put into a poem 
The less you get out of it. 

And rhyme is less important than reason. 
And a poem not read is as sad 
As a poem not written. 
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Light Saint Yellow's Gate 

Raanana, February 4, 2005 

Through Light Saint Yellow's Gate I've fled, 

Winter leaves, musty, dead. 

Softened colors long since bled. 

Dew-lipped Eurydice, imagined wed. 

Little birds have little aught 
But their love of being little. 

One ought have a little bird's love 
But many have naught. 

No chronology was possible 
Time ebbed and flowed 
Like water under a moon; 

She'd turn the clocks to face the wall in every room. 

Description was equally unlikely. 

Blonde hair swept back. 

High forehead, arched brows. 

Eyes in wonder round. 

There was an innocence of mutual discovery 
That first day outside English Lit, 

Too close for comfort. 

Yet too compelling her wit. 

It must have been her white raincoat 

Or her white kiss at the stair top 

That led me down to her graven underworld. 

It was the first step. 

Like breath, exhaling. 

As I was drawn toward her 
She drew back; 

My lungs, her air. 

Another downward step: 

A sudden downpour in the afternoon 
Of a cave that could have been our home 
But that was, as they say, water on the moon. 

There was a bridge from nowhere to nowhere. 

Its undersides echoed our words 
Like a fugue of shakuhachis. 

Like a clash of Samurai swords. 

Another step deeper still: 
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Like the clocks, I faced the wall. 
She stood behind me, frozen til 
Pressed against me, in her thrall. 


After innocence came incandescence. 
She taped a string of bells to my ceiling. 
Turned off the lights and lit the string. 

A small flame rose with bells pealing. 

When she left, she left me reeling 
Like a moth around a flame. 

Doomed to be consumed by feeling 
And suddenly that flame is gone. 


No Words 

Raanana, June 25, 2005 
Can a white man dream 
a black man's dreams? 

Can a man think 
a woman's thoughts? 

If I use words to tell you how I feel. 
You won't understand me. 

Nor I you. 

What use are words? 

They're only good for lies and prayers 

and stirring winds of war, 

not for poems 

or for poets sick of them. 

Find another occupation: 

Syncopation, 

Obfuscation, 

Salivation. 
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Pretty Girls 

Raanana, July 6, 2005 

Pretty girls make me homesick 

As though I were born 

In a world of beauty and love 

And exiled to a country full of ugliness and despair. 

There is a bridge over my loneliness 
But it goes from nowhere to nowhere. 

I am drawn toward a newborn infant's breathless cry 
And an old man's breathless chortle. 

Whose arrow is this in the dirt, 

Time's or Cupid's? 

Where are you 
My missing muse? 


Orders of Magnitude 

Raanana, July 8, 2005 
One trembling flower, 

Dessert as far as the eye can see. 
Endless void. 


Variations on a Theme 

Raanana, August 5, 2005 
If a tree fell in the forest 
But there was no one to hear. 

Did it make a sound? 

If everyone heard a sound 
But no tree fell. 

Was it really a forest? 

If there was a sound of one hand clapping 
But no one was enlightened. 

Would the Buddha's face still smile? 

If a frog, a pond, and a moon were in a haiku 
But no one counted syllables. 

Then what's the point at all? 
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Six SMS Haiku 

Raanana, September 10, 2005 

1. A breeze gently lifts 
the flag. The old pot belly 
stove fails to salute. 

2. Dog walk. The path of 
least resistance leads to un¬ 
expected places. 

3. The gong bongs softly 

in the wind though the windows 
are closed. No one hears. 

4. SMS haiku 

Only seventeen sense for 
Lovers of Buddha. 

5. Novumber, when leaves 
turn yellow brown and pale sun 
light melts over mud. 

6. Seventeen stepping 
stones make a garden Basho'd 
like with croaking frogs. 

Note: SMS stands for Short Message Service. I used my cell phone to tap in my haiku 
while walking my boxer Chewy and save them in the phone's archives without sending 
them to anybody. After all, to whom could I send them? Haiku is a poetic format, 
invented by the Japanese, consisting of three lines of seventeen syllables, five in the 
first and third lines, and seven in the second line. 
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No Matter 

Raanana, October 8, 2005 
No matter how hard I try, 

I cannot read your mind, 

Though it's open like a book 
And spread across the sky. 

Though the signs that you were here 
Are clear to me 
In my beaten heart. 

Still, I try to resurrect 
Your image phoenix-like 
From your ashen lips. 

In death your words 
Turn to braille. 

Incomprehensible to the sighted or the living 
But understood beneath the earth. 


Death Speed 

Raanana, April 16, 2006 
Looking up at the night sky. 

It's going on three years now. 

I've fallen so far behind 

You, traveling at the speed of death, 

A single spark arcing across the void 
And back again 

As though you'd only closed your eyes 
A moment ago. 


Chance 

Raanana, May 13, 2006 
Three chrysanthemums 
All in a buttery row - 
What lost vegan luck! 
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Like Ghosts 

Raanana, August 25, 2006 
Poems are like ghosts, 

Not everyone can see them, 

Floating behind the rocks and distant pines. 

But when you finally do see one 
Your eyes open wide 
In wonder full of surprise 
Like someone I knew once 
Who is herself a ghost now. 

They are so powerless. 

They can't even open a door by themselves 
But must wait for someone real to walk through. 

Poems can't be forced. 

They're like a talking horse 
That only speaks when 
Others are not about. 

Poems can't be heard by everyone. 

They are much like silence 

And there's no knob to turn the volume up 

There's just 

Silence. 

Poems have a sense in which they're right 
That can't be understood by everyone 
Within the bounds of normalcy 
Like dreams and madness. 

Yet I believe in them 
Having heard one once myself. 

But never more. 


Noch Ein Haiku 

Raanana, December 12, 2006 
The dead bride and groom 
Like a Chagall wedding print 
Float in the deep sea. 
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This Particular Sunrise 

Raanana, December 22, 2006 
This particular sunrise 
Springs invisible from my breast, 

Just the thinking of you. 

This new day, 

This cobalt light. 

It's like a beginning. 

Even my old neighbor, 

I wonder does he also have 
Such poems in his head? 

But distant, the thunder clouds roil. 

Once again the long night snakes across the plain. 


In Genesis Time 

Raanana, January 6, 2007 
We were all gods once 
In genesis time, far far ago. 

Little gods, titanic gods. 

Crippled gods and unbound gods; 
Omnipotent in our capacity 
To kill and create. 

Yet powerless to parry foil or kiss. 

All too short is our immortality. 

Too banal all our magic powers. 

The other side of clouds was our domain. 
Soft and wispy, shadowless. 

Underneath our feet 

Dark rumors of other beings with powers 
Both less and more than ours. 

Whose bones lay like shipwrecks 
On shores of time and desire. 

Under the layers of dust and ash 
Maggots worm their ways into our hearts 
Unweaving the warp and woof of us 
Til naught remains but the dance 
Of unremembered ghosts in stark moonlight. 
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Starfish 


Raanana, January 25, 2007 
Starfish turning slowly round in the breeze. 
I place my hands near your warmth 
Afraid of burning them. 

You lay your hands on me, 

Burning me. 

From stars we're born, 

To stars we die. 

Wish I may, wish I might. 

Prolong this moment in your light. 

Starfish crucified on a child's pinwheel. 


Chewy 

Raanana, February 4, 2007 
I have a riddle for you: 

'When is a house empty, even though it's full of people?' 
She had more names than God Himself. 

We should have called her Uhuru— 

Freedom was the one thing she loved more than us 
And finally she's escaped the soft clutches 
of our love. 

In our eagerness and innocence 
We brought her home too soon 
To be weaned from her mother, 

A frightened little thing 
No bigger than my fist. 

She grew to love us though. 

As fiercely as we loved her. 

Some people were scared of her 

But we'd give anything 

For her to warm herself against us. 

Last night her little heart burst its bounds 
And she escaped her life 
Running free at last through open fields 
Photographed by death. 

This morning when we buried her. 

It rained cats and dogs. 


43 



Your World 

Raanana, March 23, 2007 

Footsteps on wet sand half filled with brackish water, 

Walking towards me and away. 

I squat down and scoop up a handful of grains and broken shells 
And sift them through my gnarled fingers. 

My years make a small hill beside the Mediterranean. 

* 

I sit on the stone lip of a water fountain, to one side. 

The child, confident in the always of your love. 

Leaps toward your distant arms and miraculously, just in time. 

You scoop him out of the air, whirling around together. 

Smiles and kisses, hugs and laughing. 

* 

When you pulled me toward the hills and valleys of your dark world 
I fell to you like Icarus, melting wax and arms flailing. 

I tried to memorize you, you mesmerized me. 

I breathed your raven coolness, exhaled your sundance. 

The constellation of you beat against the windows of my soul, 

I ran to you, I ran away, I was paralyzed. 

Your seas lapped gently at my dream, eroding it in shimmering vapors. 
Now I wander through your eden lost. 

Somewhere between love and death. 


Worthless 

Raanana, April 23, 2007 

Nothing is as worthless as an old man's love, 

A piece of shell unlooked for in the sand. 

It is only the infant in his heart 
That desires the young woman's breast. 

It is the child in her that recoils 

From death's nearness 

And the touch of flesh's decay; 

But that breast will droop to suckle 
Death's searching lips soon enough. 

We consume each other 

Rather than consummate 

In our greedy clinging to life's next breath. 

We are no more than what we've always been: 
Dust, dying suns, and space. 
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Independence Day 

Raanana, April 24, 2007 

As I crouch down on my haunches 

Wrestling with the words on your stone, 

There is something I'd like to say to you 
(And something I wish I'd said). 

It's that death is not a thorn 
I could remove from your upraised paw. 

I wish you were beside me now, 

Looking at the white butterflies flitting nearby 
Or the line of eucalyptus further on 
Or the distant sun beyond. 

Instead of lying under my shadow. 

Last night was Independence Day. 

I hope the booming fireworks 
Didn't frighten you, as they always do. 

Left alone with your toys and bones. 

I wish I'd been there to hold you in my arms 
And shush you with my voice. 


Last Chance 

Raanana, May 12, 2007 
The autumn of my soul is 
Discordant with this spring. 

Death comes early in this land. 

Spring grasses barely born. 

Yesterday wet with dew. 

Today brown skeletons and dry brambles. 
No elm, no oak or maple. 

No reds, no orange or yellow. 

To proclaim the last chance for love 
Before the long lone silence. 

What's worse? This death 
Or being out of step? 
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Silent Memory 

Raanana, June 29, 2007 

Inside, through the walls and down the stairs, 

The low constant colored noise of an unwatched television; 
From another room, the piercing whistle of a boiling kettle. 
Unremoved and unrepentant. 

Step outside. Night, sounds distant and pin-point small. 

The greygreen-silver leaves of the olive tree whisper 
With your breath, your words unspeakable. 

Stars, chill and secret, beyond the warm lugubrious darkness. 

Walk away. Walk until the rustle of juniper 
Is louder than kettles and televisions. 

Until the lights of stars loom larger than city lights. 

Til someone else shoulders the heavy silence of your memory. 


Black Rose 

Raanana, July 14, 2007 
A field of sunflowers bewildered 
In the long starless night 
Since you've gone. 

Head up, facing an eventless horizon. 

Vibrations of vulnerability 
A single black rose stands 
On an unmarked grave 
In the middle of the dead sea 
Moaning for no one. 

Bats crisscross overhead 
Sounding for souls 

And drop exhausted in the boulder-strewn desert. 

If there be hope 

Then time flows backward 

Sucking our sorrows from us 

Into its dark and shapeless maw. 
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Eros and Psyche Revisited 

Raanana, July 14, 2007 

You opened the lid with morbid curiosity. 

The fiery torch in your raised hand 

Lit your exquisite face and my dead eyes, 

Emptied of my dusty soul so long ago. 

Life is a betrayal of death, you said. 

And kissed my eyelids shut. 

Take my hand and trust me, you said. 

And rise up from your grave countenance. 
A spark leapt onto my shadowed shroud. 
The dream of love drifted skyward. 


Circe 

Raanana, August 18, 2007 

Sitting alone on a grey trunk of dead driftwood 

On a sandy beach surrounded by waters deep 

Purple like the troubling sky 

Reaching to a horizon where they merge together. 

The contemplation of his singularity is interrupted 

By the possibility of other being. He twists 

His eyes around and sees nothing 

But a pale goddess crushing grapes into wine 

Between her small white teeth 

And poets into swine 

Between her encircling arms. 

Her kiss encrypted in his mnemonic skin 
To pay for death's breathless flight 
And, for her sake, pigs become gods. 


Electra 

Raanana, August 21, 2007 

You sit enchanting on your barstool 

Legs crossed tastefully at the knees. 

Our tongues are foreign, our voices low. 
Tete-a-tete, a single synapse. 

My eyes rest on your murmuring lips 
But eyes know nothing but their desire. 

You who spring from my loins, I cannot tell 
Whether you came to love me or avenge me. 
My daughter, my love. 

My hope and my despair. 
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String Theory 

Raanana, August 22, 2007 
Some say the world's a ball of twine, 

Not three dimensions, but eleven: 

Eight of space and three of time; 

And love slides down the path to heaven 
Till it collapses in disaffection; 

Being as how a part of me 
Exists in all eleven. 

Were I to kill myself in one. 

I'd be dead in all of them. 


Dayeni 

Raanana, August 24, 2007 
If my eyes could rest on beauty, 

Dayeni. 

And if my hand could touch that beauty, 

Dayeni. 

And if that beauty'd have a soul, 

Dayeni. 

And if I'd be let to love that soul, 

Dayeni. 

And if that soul'd return my love, 

Dayeni. 

And if that love'd last a day, 

Dayeni. 

And if that day would never end, 

Dayeni. 

Note: The rhythm of this poem is based on Dayenu, the song all Jews sing during the 
Passover Seder to praise God for all his gifts beginning with leading us out of Egypt 
to building us the Temple. There the similarity stops (before it even starts). "Dayenu" 
means in Hebrew "it would have been enough for us". "Dayeni" means "it would have 
been enough for me". 
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Approach-Avoidance 

Raanana, August 25, 2007 

Tell me why it cannot be she asked him. He said 

Come to me and let me hold you one more time. 

Innocently I'll kiss your forehead 

Like your quick kisses on my cheek (but then my lips). 

The sin was never in your giving, but my taking. 

It would not have worked for us, I'd enfold your hips 
With entwined arms till death undid them. 

But you know I could not leave her. 

We've breathed so long together 

It's hard to know where one leaves off and other begins. 

Sharing tears for common memories. 

How could I walk away from her? It'd be as if I'd tried 
To pack my bags and leave the universe. 

Long ago I promised we'd be buried side by side. 

Just one more kiss of innocence, please 
Let me go. 


Bedouin Dreams 

Raanana, August 31, 2007 
Palms fly by silently in the night. 

Oases of light in the black desert. 

Thoughts travel at the speed of darkness. 

They crowd the car, clamoring for attention. 

But most are soon forgotten. 

The seams of concrete thump the tires 
Like metronome ticking 
On a piano long quiet. 

Dreams dense and Bedouin hurl themselves 

Like accusations, like rocks, against half-open windows. 

I slow into the volume of the humid night. 

Steal a swallow of tepid water 
To gird my waning vigilance 
And try to see beyond your face. 
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Rare Numbers 

Raanana, September 2, 2007 

There exists a number 

Both irrational and imaginary 

That contains in it, after the millionth decimal place, 

A portrait of you. 

There exists a geometric function 
Somewhere in Hilbert space 
That expresses the exquisiteness 
Of your breast. 

Someplace yet to be discovered. 

There exists an algorithm 
That emulates my love 

And urges all my lemming cells to self destruction. 


The Gate 

Raanana, September 13, 2007 
Clusters of lavender bells on the branch 
Press gently against the small window screen. 

Their silent pealing calls me to walk among them. 
Nearby plump mangos fall heavily from bent branches 
And crash through dry twigs to thump on coarse grasses. 
A caramel cat stalks through whispering fronds 
Of stunted palm and cicada. 

Parched vines send thin tendrils snaking round slowly 
The unsuspecting rafters. 

Small red flowers among the green ivy 

Lay siege to peeling walls and overwhelm them. 

I stoop to pass beneath the brambled archway 
And open my gate on the hot afternoon. 

Reasonable men are asleep in their labyrinths 
Of dead walls that shutter out empathy. 

The souless streets dance and shimmer, a long mirage 
Stretching all the way to Samaria. 

And when I weigh this day against 
All the yesterdays and all tomorrows, 

I think it was a blessed day 
For I almost didn't think of you. 
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Day of Atonement 

Raanana, September 21, 2007 
One day of every year 
We allow ourselves to meditate 
On sin, free will, forgiveness. 

According to a wizened seer. 

Sin is omission or commission against God's dictate. 

Free will is our choice of sin or goodness. 

And forgiveness treats the sin as though it's never been. 

But I think sin is good gone wrong as when 
You turn away from love to save your morals 
Or by loving one dear soul, you hurt another. 

Free will is a lonely place of hopeless dreams. 

We choose the only thing worth choosing. 

Like voting democratically for Tweedle-Dum or Tweedle-Dee. 
Forgiveness is impossible as backing up an arrow's arc. 

As unsaying I've betrayed your trust in me. 

And forgivers don't have that to give. 


Scheherazade 

Raanana, September 30, 2007 
Not even a thousand nights and one 
To dream you into breathing flesh. 
Each story weighed against a kiss. 

As you slip away from me 
The haunting ghosts depart in silence. 
My ears attempt to hear once more 
The listening of your whispered words. 
My fingers try to touch again 
The feeling of your skin's warmth. 

But even as I fight with all my strength 
To fix your image in my memory. 

It bleeds and pales against the sky. 

As though you never were. 
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Merry- Go-Round 

Raanana, November 6, 2007 
In a city gone grey with age and memory 
An amusement park sits abandoned 
With a rusted out Ferris wheel and 
Dangling chairs crying in the breeze. 

The dodgem cars brood together 
With their sparkless staves 
That reach for sagging old nets. 

A house of mirrors distorting reality 
Each for the other, 

A tunnel of love, a longtime loveless. 

And narrow gauge tracks turn into 
A haunted house that frightens the ghosts. 
Merry-go-round, going up and down. 

Flesh and blood ponies impaled on cold poles. 
Wooden children ride on their saddles in silence. 
Going up and down, in waves of chill fog 
That wrap you in their wraith-like fingers, 

A prison, this amusement park. 

Gone grey with age and lonely dying. 
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Peanut Butter 

Raanana, December 21, 2007 
Gossamer worlds on tectonic times 
Slide past each other 
Like faces out of phase 
And doppler voices. 

Parallel jelly beans and febrile webs, 

Time's recursive cocoon. 

Wheeling galaxies spiral out their minds, 

A crunchy peanut butter of dark matter. 

How shall I tell them your name. 

Those echolalipopsychophants. 

It's a celebration of place and time. 

The clapping of gloved fates. 

It's the innocence of whoredom. 

This bellydance of the only begotten. 

This trance of substance and the holy undone. 

The breath of oceans wash over gasping shoals. 

Where is the alban flower on trembling stem 
That stands against the darkening gale. 

The template of crystal snow that survives the holocaust. 
Where small truths may still be heard? 


Untitled 

Raanana, February 29, 2008 

You know there are only a limited number 

Of ordinary words one can say 

And even fewer phrases that most people use. 

When all of the ordinary things have been said 

And nothing remains that is numbing and safe. 

Then all that is left to tell is extraordinary - 

The quantum leaps of fate and the 

Parallel worlds of polygamous loneliness. 

The lock-step determinism of one's free will 
And the meaningless kiss of free love. 

And the things that are left unsaid are 
As deep as your silence after I've said them. 
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A Lasting Image 

Raanana, April 5, 2008 

Frozen shards of light litter the dusty ground and 
The moon-colored skulls of creatures whose blood 
Once warmed the earth and sated its thirst 
If only for a moment. 

There is a trail I must follow 
Through this forest dark and mordant 
That snakes its wending way from 
The womb of my first love 
To the parched throat of my last. 

I think sometimes of the ancient ones 
And the things of their world 
Of which they were certain. 

It is not so hard to believe in a God, 

An animus for every animal 

Or a hoary herald above the spheres. 

But a monstrous God 

Who plots to devour our innocence 

And rend our hearts with the cruel beauty of its beings, 

Indifferent yet demanding our prayers and oblations; 

Such a God I believe in: 

A God of holocausts and broken promised lands. 


A Thing that Loves 

Raanana, April 17, 2008 

It is not safe and comfortable 

Like a tended hearth fire 

With a cast iron soup pot over it 

To be ignored til the liquid begins to bubble. 

It is wild and dangerous, 

A thing that loves. 

It stalks its object in hungry silence 
And eats the beating heart. 

It spreads its monstrous wings. 

Talons closing over held breath. 

And swoops down into deep moonlight. 

It is naked and is cornered 
And it dies while living. 

Love is. 
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Day of Remembrance #2 

Raanana, May 1, 2008 
The day of remembrance of the holocaust 
The sirens sing their enchanting monotonies 
Stopping time for only a moment, 

Yet birds still fly 

And grasses rustle in the oblivious breeze. 


Day of Remembrance #3 

Raanana, May 6, 2008 

Is it a dew drop or a tear that causes such 

Obsequiousness in this blade of grass? 

A flapping flag unfurls and furls in the spring morning breeze. 
The shadow makes a dark red stain on a lonely knoll, 
Signifying ownership of something by someone or other. 


Interpretations of Silence #2 

Raanana, May 19, 2008 

Is the silence of a dew drop on a blade of morning grass 

A proof of its clarity and wisdom 

In the way that God's nonresponsiveness 

To our prayers and our wailing walled wishes 

Is a proof of His nonexistence 

Or, even worse. His nonchalance? 

Is your silence like God's: 

A proof of your love 
Or its repudiation? 
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The Butterfly Effect 

Raanana, June 12, 2008 
A dimple in the space-time continuum 
The color of sunlight on cumulus clouds, 
The spread wings of a butterfly 
Impelled by capricious breezes 
Alights on my hand and folds them. 
Please Soul, let it stay a moment 
While I contemplate on whether 
I love it for its beauty or if 
It's beautiful for my love? 

And whether its weakness is a strength 
Or its strength a weakness? 

The butterfly spreads its wings again 
To catch the next capricious breeze 
And leave me to my singularity. 

I cannot blame the capriciousness 
That brought the butterfly to me 
For taking it from me. 

But, O Soul, how the tiny throbbing heart 

Of a distant butterfly 

Still makes mine miss a beat. 


The Overcoat 

Raanana, July 11, 2008 

Paler than the endless night 

The lowered hat and hunched overcoat 

Push ghostlike through streets emptier 

Than the vacuous space surrounding an unknown planet 

In a galaxy that never mattered to any poor soul 

Or god with too much time on his hands. 

Moments evaporate one after the other 
Like someone else's dreams on waking. 

With each footstep a window shuts, 

A shutter pulled inward, a door closed. 

The walls stretch themselves higher inaccessibly. 
Muffled voices turn into quiet whispers. 

The ghost shrieks its utter loneliness 
And impels himself forward. 

Backward, sideways, or stops altogether: 

Undesired and unremembered 
But still unable to forget himself 
Burrowing like a maggot towards time's end. 
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Dark and Soothe 

Raanana, August 23, 2008 

The long dry wadi snakes through the desert. 

The thirst of the parched pebbles along the meandering 
Is only slaked by undulating waves of silent mirage. 
Corillian golds and the deep violets 
At the edges of distant mountains 
No longer interest me: they belong to the sky; not to me. 
Once, beyond the horizon of memory, 

My body spoke to the luscious cold flow 
Of water from rocks high above. 

As it spoke to the fragments of mist light 

As it once spoke to the temptations of young women. 

Now my body speaks to nothing; 

It only dreams of dark and soothe 

And drinks the moistness of slow scorpions. 


Prophecy 

Raanana, July 28, 2008 

And it shall come to pass 

In the end of days 

That the dominions of the dead 

Shall outnumber the dominions of the living 

And the living shall outnumber the unborn. 

Immortals will die 

And gods will cry 

When the hosannas are silent. 

The stars will blink in disbelief 
And close their myriad eyes. 

Light will slow 
And time collapse. 

The multiple worlds will become a single world 
And finally a no-world. 
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Ode to Little Things 

Raanana, August 21, 2008 

Let us now praise little voices 

Barely heard, and then only in solitude, 

Far from what is practicable. 

The weak conjectures still-bom 

Among the raucous laughter of normal people. 

The timorous uncertainties that 

Find no voice to express them 

Among the roar of monolithic knowledge. 

The premature idea unsure of itself 

Takes tentative steps toward 

The welcoming arms of Scylla and Charybdis. 

Like a small bird falling 

Perhaps to fly, wings flailing against hard-hearted earth. 
Like a ghost of love pitting itself against 
The engulfing silence of death. 

Let us praise these little things. 

Not with heralding tmmpets 
And ticker-tape parades. 

But with the subdued quiet 
Of recognition. 


Aging 

Raanana, August 22, 2008 

Is it time to press my life between 

The yellowing pages of some once relevant book? 

Is it time to say "I" a little less. 

To stand aside, to back off. 

To be intactile, invisible? 

Do tell me, my love. 

So I don't do dishonor to 

What I once was or might have been. 

Is it time to synchronize my dreams 
With those of others walking beside me 
Who buy up cemetery plots because 
It's a good investment and a tax write-off? 

Do tell me. 

My love. 

We look at each other as if 
Into an unwanted mirror 
And see our aging selves 
In each other's undesiring eyes. 
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The Vampire Bat 

Raanana, August 28, 2008 
A soft trilling in the top leaves of tall trees 
As a tiny vampire bat skims the high night air 
Over the path meandering slowly 
Through the moonless forest. 

A humid volume of moving shadow 
Quickly crosses the brow 
Of a man walking below alone, 

Almost palpable 

Like the gentle touch of one's own ghosts. 


Eros and Psyche Revisited (2) 

Raanana, September 4, 2008 
There came a point at which 
I could no longer say just where 
The border's drawn between 
What is dreamt and what is real, 
And so I lit a lantern with words 
(Struck like matches against a soul) 
To see your real face. 

But your history was rewritten 
And our fates not ours. 
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Kaddish 

Raanana, October 7, 2008 
Standing at the graveside 
Of my friend's father, 

I'd heard of him although 
I'd never met the man. 

He must have been religious, 

His sons most certainly were. 

Yisgadal vayiskadash shamey rabo ... 

Hallowed and magnified may He be. 

They say there are no atheists on the battlefield. 

As I near my own horizon. 

My life has become a battlefield 
Over-run by ghosts and lengthening shadows. 

Stretched out toward some black hole. 

The mourners take turns shoveling dirt. 

Pushing small mounds on top of the shrouded body. 

Around them a crowd of friends, acquaintances, and passers-by 
Stand discussing current issues. 

The rising belligerence of this nation and 
The falling price of that commodity. 

The world divides itself in two: 

Those who've just lost a father 
And those who haven't. 

The earth closes around the father's death 
And I think to myself 
There is only one. 

One earth, one life. 

And it is here and now. 

There is no Satan to tempt our sins 
And no Hell but 

The hell we make for each other. 

No God to protect and guide us 
And no Heaven but 
The heaven we create for each other 
Here and now. 

It is the day before the Day of Atonement and I think 
What does it matter if I'm a Jew? 

That I believe or don't? 

In the end of days 

There is little difference between the killer of six million 
And his smallest dimpled victim. 

It's all for nothing 
And nothing for all. 
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The Service Revolver 

Raanana, May 22, 2009 
Sixty-six pounds of snarling anger 
In the only path to safety 
For six pounds of cold fear. 

A chain squeezes suddenly around the honey-colored throat 
And the anger moves on, 

At first reluctantly, and then 
Loping along at a goodly pace 
Wet nostrils flared and quivering. 

Ready to sift and scoop up 
Anything of taste or interest 
Along the dark and lamp-lit way. 

Walking my dog Daisy 
Whose name belies her vigor and strength 
Barely controlled by a pact initialed 
But never formally ratified. 

She leads me through the valley of my loneliness 
Which I measure in the scrape and echo 
Of footsteps having no place to go. 

Walking under an archway of sparse leaved bracken 
And thick limbs of eucalyptus 
Thoughts swarm around us 
In no particular rhyme or meter. 

Like the personal black hole 
Pulling me towards an eventual horizon 
In gossamer strands of infinity. 

And another: at what point in our lives 
Does it become reasonable 
To contemplate suicide. 

To feel the coolness and weight of one's service revolver 
Against the weight of continuing to be? 
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Want Ad 

Raanana, June 5, 2009 
Wanted muse to pose for poet 
Work challenging but not too strenuous 
(Just need to exist) 

References desirable previous poets 

Preferably Romantic though 

Classic also accepted 

Exquisite beauty and grace not required 

Please reply in fourteen lines or less 

lambically 

M. 


Primary Colors 

Raanana, June 5, 2009 
Between the palm and weeping willow 
It’s the sudden confrontation with beauty 
That kills you every time. 

The palettes from which the skies are painted 

And the grasses and the seas 

Must once have belonged to children. 

In my country 

Even the primary colors 

Are mixtures of 

Birds flowers and sadness. 

The edges of shadows under the trees 
Are sharp like a knife against your throat. 

The sky is so bright it's like 
Booking into the face of God. 

And the silence, 

It's the silence 

That finally betrays you. 
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Canaan 

Raanana, August 1, 2009 
Turquoise the water laps the pristine shore 
Sand grains glitter needles of warm light 
Around the edges of palm and eucalyptus shade. 

Low lying hills in the distance 

Hide their dry envy of the cool sea 

Behind a haze of dust and trembling heatwaves. 

For as far as the eye can see in any direction 
No men or women 

No sound other than the slow lapping 
No sign or artifact 
No footprint 

Nothing but the tenuous insistence of quiet. 

From the distant northeast come the dusty ghosts 
Of Abraham, his long dead wives and sons, 

His slaves and goats. 

And his belief in God; 

Enough to populate the night skies 
With stars beyond number. 

And from the far north through cedar forests 
Come the Hittites on their chariots pulled 
By powerfully galloping horses 
Their arrows quivering to be let fly 
Into any heart that will accept them. 

Scarcely aware of Canaan on their way to Egypt. 

And west from the sea come the longboats of wood and iron 

Of Greek Philistine giants 

With their goddess of Ashtar 

Their columns and temples 

And the clang and thud of their swords 

To silence Hebrew prayers. 


Fact 

Raanana, August 1, 2009 
The fact is 

They never come back. 

The young woman who appeared of a sudden 
Who smiled 

Yesl'nismilingatyoumister don 'tturnawayfromme I'mholdingyourhandsowhat 
And disappeared just as suddenly. 

You prepare yourself for her return 
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You empty your life of unnecessaries 

You walk to where she 

And you wait for her to surprise from behind 

Covering your eyes with her cupped hands 

You can feel them tingling in their warmth 

But the fact is 

They never come back. 


Love Being Haiku 

Raanana, October 8, 2009 
Some he loved too much, 

Some he loved not near enough, 
Some he loved just right. 
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Eulogy 

Raanana, October 10, 2009 

In the soft boundary between evening and night 

The tall palm trees spread their dactyl branches 

Like bats' wings 

And swoop down 

On the old man 

Who clutches his heart 

Beating in time with the sea waves 

Against the half-drowned rocks. 

He traces his finger against the tepid air, 

A eulogy of solitude. 

They say that ghosts can hear you 
Even when no one else can 
And that consoles me. 


Dialogue 

Raanana, November 13, 2009 
A small crack of lightening, 

Distant thunder claps its hands 

Like a foreign guest slow to understand 

The anecdote's nuance in our tongue. 

It's still raining heavy droplets 

Under spare limbed trees and phone wires. 

Smells of worm and snail eddy 
Invisible swirls of warmth 
From the dirt path where sunlight 
Sabers pierce overarching cloud. 

In the continuing dialogue between earth and sky. 
She seems to say in a petulant voice, see! 

Don’t you see how thirsty I was? 
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Meditation on Stone and Storm 

Raanana, November 20, 2009 

We are not fair weather friends of death after all. 

We stand before its closed mouth, 

Engulfed in shards of rain and wind. 

It's almost twenty years now. 

We stand around 

Reading someone else's grief and praises, 

And weeping our own griefs. 

There are those who lay down 

Inside its open mouth 

To taste the mustiness of eternity. 

But we come for those it's taken. 

In death the body is diminished 
And the soul is, what? 

What can anyone say about the soul 
Except for precisely where it's not? 


A Matter of Life and Death 

Raanana, December 19, 2009 
Eife just wants to live. 

Death wants to be over and done with. 
Eife is only a moment. 

Death is forever and ever. 

Each envies the other: 

Eife envies Death's forever 
And Death envies Eife's moment. 


God's Poem 

Raanana, January 8, 2010 
Please, I beg of you - 
Unclasp your hands, 

Eower your arms. 

Rise up from your mats. 

Go home to your loved ones. 

Stop killing each other in My name. 

Do you think that's what I want? 

I tried to listen to all your prayers, 

I really did. 

I know that I am omnipotent 

But your desires and your needs are mutually exclusive. 
What would you have Me do 

When you and your enemies both pray to Me for victory? 
You're all My children. 

How would you expect Me to receive your blessing 
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Over the lamb you slaughtered in My name? 

You are all My creation. 

Think clearly for just a moment. 

What do you see around you that is not My creation? 

What would you have Me do? 

I tried to shut My ears, to not hear you if only for a moment, 
But the roaring mumble of your prayers 
Presses constantly against My tortured heart. 

I tried to escape from you but I am omnipresent. 

One cannot escape from that. 

My heart is so lonely. 

Take pity on it. 

You would not wish it for your own. 

And do not blame the poet who writes these words 
For I have whispered them in his ear. 


Beside the Orange Tree 

Raanana, February 6, 2010 
Today I touched the face of your soul. 
It felt like stone. 

I often wonder whether the blanket 
With which I covered you 
Still warms you. 

Whether the toys I placed beside you 
Still amuse you. 

I still love you, I say. 

But your answer is always the same. 
Beside the orange tree 
A small patch of quiet abides 
Unperturbed by comings and goings. 


Interstices 

Raanana, February 19, 2010 
As I approached the nest of leaves 
Under a wide oak along the path I'd taken, 

A small leaf wafted up and moved a little further on. 

There was a distant warbling in the wind 
Whose semantics changed as I came nearer. 

The marigolds raised faces to receive messages 

Of warmth from a pale sun found and lost again among feathery strata. 
Afternoon shades danced weightlessly 
Over the swaying reeds of a shallow pond 
To the metronomous beat of unbearable music. 

Too soon, too soon the night flowed over treetops 
Like a river thick and black with portent, 

(The shades warmed venous hands 
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Against the cold fires of distant stars 
And pocketed them without solace) 

But that night 

Was not to be a special night, as I crossed the open field 
And reached at last the backlit porch. 


Darkness 

Raanana, March 6, 2010 
Darkness like the king's mirror 
Absorbs our veritas 
But reflects our vanitas 
The way in which our thoughts 
On a long and solitary walk 
Reflect reality. 

I've often wondered why 
We love gnarled trees so much 
But not gnarled hands, 

Why we love the lonely willow 
But not the lonely poet. 

And the imperfection within the diamond 
But not the imperfection within the soul. 
And why we love 
The emptiness of unclouded skies 
But not the emptiness of death. 


Hands 

Raanana, April 16, 2010 

Two hands clasped tightly around a fragile cup. 

One hand trying to hold the cup up to invisible lips. 
The other trying to steady the trembling liquid. 

The saucer catches what is lost. 

Hands that once were sure. 

Knew things that others did not. 

Hands that could lift me laughing with fear and love 
All the way to the sky and back. 

Now they are my hands that gently lift and steady 
Against the fell gloaming. 
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Beams 

Raanana, March 17, 2010 

Years fly by like telephone poles from a train window 

And the fallen columns and broken marble that occupy my memory 

Disappear one by one as fast as the years. 

The seat across from me is empty, but the motes 
Whirling silently in the sunlight from the window 
Gild the wooden chair in feeble attempts 
To rebuild the perception and the feeling of you, 

Proton by proton. 

Struggle but fail. 

The taste of your mouth and the smell of your hair 
Shimmer into the discarded artifacts of my intellect. 

I am afraid. 

I am afraid that I won't recognize you 
When I die. 


Night Watch 

Raanana, April 24, 2010 
Sometimes when I come to bed at night 
I watch you sleep, wrapped up 
So tightly in your blankets 
And you're so beautiful that 
I remember my trembling fingers 
On the first button of your white blouse 
And the night I asked you to marry me. 
I didn't know the answer til you said it. 
And sometimes I think to myself 
Just how simple and right it'd all be 
If only I could say this to you. 
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Jerusalem 

Raanana, August 21, 2010 
Jerusalem. It sits in your mind, 

It rolls gently off your tongue, 

It lingers languidly on your palate. 

Jerusalem - four syllogistic solipsistic syllables. 

Yerushalayim - five phonemes. 

Last a little longer in my mouth. 

Ir HaShalom, city of peace. 

A1 Quds, the holy. 

Just saying its name is almost a poem. 

Younger than the spring. 

Older than the mountains girding her dry loins. 

Like an old woman who has buried far, far too many children. 
Her stones, cubit by cubit by cubit, glitter in the sunlight 
And weigh heavily on the rubble of our bones. 

Too heavy to carry, too dear to shrug off. 

The clang and gong of her iron bells. 

The nasal atonalities of her myriad muezzins. 

The chaotic murmurs of gossip and prayer 
Rumble and soar skyward from her breast. 

The night flows in through open windows 
And shushes her children to sleep. 

But there’s no room for even one more dream. 

One more hope. 

One more ghost. 

Then almost an after-thought, 

A bomb bursts into jagged thudding light as 
Thousands of ululating shrapnel sing through buttery flesh 
And pock the burning stone. 

Jerusalem will always have a place in her heart for 
One more ghost. 


Dance 

Rhodes Greece, June 27, 2010 
We all have such small lives 

Enclosed by the taut or sagging leather of our bodies 
And a few colored rags to make us seem a little larger 
To others whose lives are similarly small. 

We hurl our desires in flimsy metal sails from no place to nowhere 
And back 

To mouth empty waves of air to ears that don’t understand. 

We say hello, we say goodbye. 

It’s all the same word. 

And then there’s dancing, 
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One step forward, one step back behind 
Long, almost a curtsy. 

Then twirl around. 

Stop - arms raised. 

Head bowed. 

Another step forward, another back 
Behind then twirl and stop. 

Raised and bowed and dip. 

Is he the dancer or the dance? 


Is This It? #1 

Columbus Ohio, July 13, 2010 
Is this how it all ends. 

Asking less and less from life. 

Hearing little of the sounds around you. 

Saying less or nothing at all. 

Wearing a Cheshire cat’s grin? 

No heroic gesture. 

No stoic stance. 

No wisdom to guide us through 
This breathless darkness? 

No quiet dignity? 

Where is the truth in all this? 

Is there none at all at the end? 

Only to be held and kissed 
Until you slide softly away from us? 

Where are the roar and the thunder 

That would have leapt from your mouth and hands 

If it had been one of us? 
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Kohelet Revisited 

Raanana, August 20, 2010 
Once I saw a soldier jump up 
From behind a boulder 
And run zig-zagging toward 
A forest shooting bullets at him that 
Kicked up small plumes of 
Hot dust around his flying boots. 
And once I saw a woman 
Standing precariously between 
A sliding mound of soil and 
A gaping hole in the mown lawn 
In high heels and black dress 
Shoveling dirt into the hole, 

Her wet eyes unseeing. 

In the Bible it is written 
There is a season for all things. 
There is a time to be strong 
And a time to be weak, 

A time to hide your strength 
And a time to hide your weakness. 
You ask me what time it is 
And I tell you I don’t know. 


New Year 

Raanana, ofAlul, 5771 
Truth be told 

I’ve never really seen your face 
And I’ve never heard your voice 
But I have felt the fear and love of you 
Pass through my cells 
From time before memory 
To time unimaginable 

Like a trickle of water through a pebbled creek bed 
Or a whisper from a shadowed valley. 

Release us from your messengers and your salesmen 
For I suspect they’ve never seen you either. 

They speak in babbled tongues. 

None of them yours. 

Release us that we may grow 
Beyond this valley of death’s shadow 
To be what we were meant to be. 
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Is This It? #2 

Raanana, October 10, 2010 

O the deliciousness of the moment 

When the earth decides all by itself 

To turn its face from the oppressive summer heat 

To the cool breath of winter. 

I almost missed it when 

Daisy leapt to catch the leash in her mouth 

And wrest it from my unsuspecting hand, 

Pleased with herself we’d had a good walk 
Whatever that is in the heart of her mind. 

Is this it? 

Or is that it? 

Here or there? 

The thing that I’ll remember for the rest of my life 

Or the thing that will be remembered instead of me? 

I almost missed it like when 

I almost missed the look of your smile 

When it got up in the morning 

On the day you changed from young to old. 


Accidental Touch 

(inspired by Avshalom Guissin’s “Who Will Be My Fourteen B”) 

Raanana, December 3, 2010 

The crowded train rushes down the tracks 

Worm-holing through the night 

From Amsterdam Central to Paris North 

The roar and rumble blend into the inner walls and quaking windows 
Til they become a dark and silent breathing. 

Your head falls slightly to my side 
The weight of your streaming hair 
Lies like a wreath across my shoulder. 

The moments stretch their glowing wink across my watch face. 

In the morning, meeting with a customer - 

I should move away and get some sleep 

But I’m entangled in the thrall of 

The guilty innocence of 

The delectable deniability of 

The once in a lifetime of 

The don’t let it end of 

The accidental touch. 
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Three Views of the Valley 

Raanana, December 25, 2010 

1 . 

Galloping Mongol hordes of ghostly riders, 

Wombless mothers, dead loves, and wailing zeitgeisten 
Rush down the rock-strewn hills toward the lone house 
In the valley of the shadow. 

Steeds stampeding with thunderous hooves 
Splashing through the blood of breast-sprung dreams, 

Khan, my father, with open book against his heart. 

Swooping me up from the quaking earth 

And me without a tear to slake his tyrannous thirst. 

Nobody to hear the sound of his valiant voice 
Or to read his grave words. 

Nobody to hear his tree fall in the forest. 

All is silence. 

2 . 

“Come to the table, your soup will be cold.” 

They sit at the table in the lone house 
Sipping their soups. 

He reads his book with his left hand holding the pages down 
And his right lifting the steamy spoon to his lips. 

She reads the news and spoons the hot liquid blowing gently. 
Only silence. 

3 . 

A neighbor standing in his field 
Across the valley from the lone house 
Said he was a nice man. 

Minded his own bees wax, 

A little hard to get to know. 

Never really shared a mess kit with us. 

If you know what I mean. 

Susurrating silences. 


Quantum Kitten 

Raanana, December 31, 2010 

Time is a sequence without consequence 

And memory is what we imagine our past to have been. 

If alternate futures, then why not alternate pasts 

And alternate presents? 

I am and am not my brother’s keeper. 

Dead and not, my quantum kitten. 

Sometime, somewhere, in the vast universe of universes 
There is a joyous me 
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Surrounded by people who can hear the quiet things, 
Who can see the small things, 

Who can take the time and turn it into space. 

To create a world where existence is not futile. 


Chiaroscuro 

Raanana, April 10, 2011 
Dogshadow and manshadow 
Flood over cobbled path 
Like dark liquid 
Underneath forlorn streetlamps. 

Headlights down below in the distance 
Look like frightened deer’s eyes, 

Snake up the winding road 
Until their eyes are like dragon’s 
Spinning our shadows around violently 
And the roar of wind rushes into silence. 

The wrought iron gates hung at a useless angle 
From rusted hinges provide scant protection 
For the slanting broken gravestones 
In the moonlit cemetery 
From vandals and lovers. 

Sometimes I think that Death must be 
The most interesting subject on earth 
The way it draws life away from 
The day-to-day things of this world. 


Shimmering 

Raanana, April 16, 2011 
Old man walking on the shimmering lake 
Far off the sun spins wildly over the horizon 
Like a single hubcap from a car wreck. 
Sandy wind pocks his face or is it time? 

One by one 

The bit-part actors 

Leave the stage silently. 

The audience rises coughing from its seats 
And files out. 

The lights go on suddenly - 
Old man’s scripted pathos, 

Played to empty theater. 
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Moral Dilemmas 

Mike Stone 
Raanana, 23/10/2008 


One 

What if they were one of us? 

What if we were one of them? 

What if you were me? 

What if I were you? 

Two 

I can't kill you. 

If I can't kill them, then who can I kill? 

If it's wrong to kill, is it ever right to kill? 

Where is the line drawn? 

Between them and us? 

Between humans and animals? 

Between conscious animals and unconscious animals? 

Between animals and plants? 

Can I kill something that is not living? 

Yes. It is called destruction. 

If it's wrong to destroy, is it ever right to destroy? 

Where is the line drawn? 

Between a work of art and something useful? 

Between something useful and something useless? 

Your world or someone else's? 

A distant star? 

A grain of sand? 

Three 

I look at my $5 bill and ask myself 
What would Lincoln do? 

What would Jesus do? 

Maybe I should ask the rabbi? 

God whispers in my ear to do it! 

He commands me. 

Haven't you heard about the miracles He performs? 

Of course you should do what He says. 

What if someone tells you to do something? 

What if someone asks you to do it? 

What are his moral credentials? 

How would I recognize moral credentials? 

Do I have any moral credentials? 

How do I know what to do? 

Why should I do what I know I should do? 

Will I go to heaven if I do? 

Will I go to hell if I don't? 

What ethical entity would purposely set about constructing a hell? 
Will it cause the breakdown of society as we know it? 
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What good does it do to have a morality 
If you can't be smug about it? 

Sometimes doing something is moral 
And not doing something is immoral. 

Sometimes not doing something is moral 
And doing something is immoral. 

I don't know what I should do, so why should I care about it? 

But I can't help caring about it. 

Four 

I'm walking along the street. 

I see a young and pretty woman 
With an infant in her arms. 

There is a sign beside her requesting alms. 

Should I give her some money? 

How much should I give her? 

What if it's not enough? 

Should I give her everything I have on me? 

What if I see someone else in need down the street? 

Maybe I should give her nothing and walk on by. 

Maybe I should have thought about this before I left my hotel 
And taken enough spare change for everyone in need. 

How much would that be? 

Two? Five? Ten? A hundred? A million? 

What if I don't see them along the street I'm walking? 

What if it's an old lady without an infant? 

What if it's a man who doesn't smell very good? 

What if he's deformed? 

What if she's wearing a burkal 

What if the infant grows up to be a terrorist? 

What if, instead of money, she asks me for the time of day? 

What if she's smartly dressed and self-confident? 

What if she asks me for my love? 

What if I don't have any to give? 

What if it's not enough? 

What if it all belongs to my wife? 

What if it's infinite? 

Five 

I don't exactly believe in God 

But I don't exactly disbelieve in God. 

I'd like to believe in God but I can't. 

I'd prefer to live in a universe in which there is a God 
But I can't choose my universe, can I? 

Anyway I'd never believe in a God Who requires my belief in Him 
Like some Tinkerbell on steroids. 

If God didn't exist, we'd probably invent Him. 

That's probably what happened. 

There are fox-hole conversions and death-bed conversions. 

I wonder whether I'll have the courage to disbelieve in God 
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On my death-bed. 

Am I courageous enough to show you my fear? 

Am I strong enough to show you my weakness? 

Am I certain enough of our friendship 
To show you my uncertainty? 

Six 

They say know your enemy. 

How well should I know my enemy? 

What if I learn his language? 

What if I watch his television and listen to his radio? 

What if I read his newspapers? 

What if I read his literature and his poetry? 

What if I read his mind? 

His aspirations? 

His loves? 

His fears? 

What if he's really like you or me? 

How can I stab him in the heart with the cold steel of my bayonet 
And not feel my own blood gushing along the runnel? 

Seven 

Sometimes I wonder what I really know for sure. 

I'm not so sure that what I think I know for sure is really true. 

I don't even believe for certain that what I believe is what is. 

I know that my knowledge is grounded in what I believe. 

The difference between belief and knowledge 
Is that in theory belief can't be proven 
Whereas in theory knowledge can, 

Though in practice I probably couldn't do so. 

If the picture I form of reality is incomplete 
And my knowledge is imperfect 

And the consequences of my actions are out of my control, 

Then why should I care about it? 

Why should I try to get it right? 

Answer: every moment we must choose or die. 

Eight 

Nobody is as foolish as one who trusts. 

Only a fool could be so trusting. 

Nobody is as trusting as a fool. 

I'm nobody's fool. 

To trust someone is to believe that 
That person is a good person. 

That person would never hurt me. 

That person finds me interesting. 

Likes me 
Loves me. 

I trusted you. 

So when you did what you did 
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I tried to come up with any other explanation 
Than what is, after a foolishly long time, 
Now so obvious. 

Once I was somebody's fool at least. 

Now I'm nobody's fool. 


Nine (God's Poem) 

Please, I beg of you - 
Unclasp your hands. 

Lower your arms. 

Rise up from your mats. 

Go home to your loved ones. 

Stop killing each other in My name. 

Do you think that's what I want? 

I tried to listen to all your prayers, 

I really did. 

I know that I am omnipotent 

But your desires and your needs are mutually exclusive. 
What would you have Me do 

When you and your enemies both pray to Me for victory? 
You're all My children. 

How would you expect Me to receive your blessing 
Over the lamb you slaughtered in My name? 

You are all My creation. 

Think clearly for just a moment. 

What do you see around you that is not My creation? 

What would you have Me do? 

I tried to shut My ears, to not hear you if only for a moment. 
But the roaring mumble of your prayers 
Presses constantly against My tortured heart. 

I tried to escape from you but I am omnipresent. 

One cannot escape from that. 

My heart is so lonely. 

Take pity on it. 

You would not wish it for your own. 

And do not blame the poet who writes these words 
For I have whispered them in his ear. 
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Ten (Man’s Poem) 

Truth be told 

I’ve never really seen your face 

And never heard your voice 

But I have felt the fear and love 

Of you pass through my cells 

From time before memory 

To time unimaginable 

Like a trickle through a pebbled creek bed 

Or a whisper in a shadowed valley. 

Release me 

From your messengers 

And from your traveling salesmen 

For I suspect they’ve never seen you either. 

They speak in babbled tongues 

But none of them yours. 

Release me 

That I may grow beyond this vale of death 
To be the being I can be. 

An echo whispers back to me 
Release yourself. 
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Parables 


In the Beginning 


Somewhere, Sometime 

In the beginning, the beginning that comes after the end is again out of sight, when the 
kaleidoscope of human relationships was folding and unfolding, there was this 
particular green sky, this young man, and a mysterious woman named Noellen. 
Stoneflute speaks with one upraised finger. 

Noellen is a desert woman, tall and slender, in dark robes. Dark eyes and burning 
gaze. Dazzling beauty. Ageless. 


Stoneflute is a young shepherd boy with curly black hair, face classic and clear. 
Dressed simply in sheep skins. Lives in a cave. Sheepish smile. Plays a single 
mournful melody on a petrified shakuhachi flute. His age is ancient in his eyes. 

Their synthesis is implicit in the green sky that holds their destinies. 

Man cannot create love. It exists independently, somewhere outside, like a form 
drawn upon the air. But Stoneflute tried to break through the boundaries, to establish 
two points of existence. 

Noellen is a mental name. Its sound is that of great walls crashing in space. 
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Noellen 


Noellen, I say and then stop because love is the silent saying and saying of a single 
name. 

Instructions on how to say Noellen: 

1. Insert flap N into slot O 

2. Fold E along edge L to line L 

3. Twist E halfway 

4. Connect it to flap N 

5. Have a small child say it 

6. Give the child a balloon. 


Earth Love 

Noellen sat in her garden and wrote in her diary: 

"To be loved by the earth is not beyond comprehension. It is an unrequited love affair 
infused with the most intensely inhuman joy. 

Warm ground loves quite differently than cool wind from the nearby mountains. 

Still and yet, there is no betrayal." 

Stoneflute was absorbed in looking on a flower so perfect in itself, so compelling, that 
he lost all self-consciousness. Death is like that. And some people also. 


The Lahrynth 

All around him, carved out of stone, was the symbol of his destiny, the labyrinth. It 
was arrayed perpendicular to him and extended beyond his comprehension. All he 
could see were the five walls of his bare cell. But he knew. He had carved the stone 
himself. He had spun a network of mentality out of the eternity of possibilities. He 
knew and he waited in the center of his stone spider web for eons of clockless time. 

It was August of that year. On a road between two ancient cities, a young woman was 
walking and singing to herself. She stopped to relace her sandal. Her silk sleeve 
brushed against her bare ankle. The breeze from the nearby orange grove was cool. 

She looked back over her shoulder and saw a glittering white temple standing off the 
road in the dunes. It cast shadows and trapped orange fragrance from the breeze. As 
she came closer to the temple, she saw the strange carvings on the cold stone walls. 
She walked around the temple twice, searching without success for an entrance. On 
the third round, she found a pentagonal entrance carved into the wall at an angle 
hidden in the sun's brilliance. The odd relationship of post to lintel made the doorway 
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appear too narrow to admit a human, but she walked through unhesitatingly. Inside, 
she heard the sounds of a harpsichord distorted by distance and stone. She followed 
the tuneless plinking through the tunnels of the labyrinth. 

Stoneflute heard the footsteps, intelligent against the stone floors. He heard the door 
behind him slide open. Noellen walked toward him. He turned to face her before 
speaking. 

Genesis 

On the first day, man raised his eyes and there was light. And man was light, unbound 
and ranging over the darkness, which was mind. 

On the second day, man walked in the heavens, which were perfectly clear and 
crystalline as his eye. 

On the third day, man raised the land and let fall the sea, which were his flesh and 
blood, and he spoke the flowers and the trees, which were his speech. 

On the fourth day, man sang the light to freeze and break apart, into great stones in 
the sky, and they were his wishes. 

On the fifth day, man brought forth the fish and birds, which were his memory and his 
foreknowledge. 

On the sixth day, man created God to live in his eyes and woman to live in his touch. 

On the seventh day man died, and the heavens, the earth and sea, the flowers and the 
trees, the great sky stones, and the fish and the birds returned to the rainbow. 

And on the eighth day, all that remained was the light, God, and woman, and they 
were forever. 

Broken Wings 

Injured, as of broken wings in another dimension, the god drags his corpse up to 
higher ground to view the sea of pain, like cracked mud on his brain. A cobalt 
explosion flashes belatedly with the pulse of future geometries. 

She touches our elbow and says softly, it is time. Her smile is transferred lovely to his 
face. 

Logic 

Logic is a poor blind prophet, somewhat closer to love than truth. 

Harshness 

Her kisses were as harsh to me as a cat’s footfall on compressed nothing. 
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Lived 


It is not so much we who live, as that we are lived by unknown forces. 

Last Word 

Out of the forest and down the hillside, the old man walked. His skin was shriveled 
and brown. His hair white. He had been alone in the cave for three years. 

He sat down at the farthest table in a sidewalk cafe. The planetary motions were in 
front of his eyes. He had seen immortals rise and fall. He had known the Last Word of 
man before the expansion. He knew the direction of time. 

Stoneflute picked up a newspaper and was shocked to discover that he was only 
twenty-two years old. 

The waitress came to take his order. He looked into her eyes and realized he had not 
seen a mirror in a very long time. He ordered tea. 

Instant tea leaves no future in an empty cup. 


Why 

She said to the child, "learn to ask 'why' as though you were helping a flower to open 
its petals." 


Starfish 

One clear night, a child was fishing for stars in a pond. Stoneflute happened by and 
suggested to the child that he use a glass jar to catch the stars. The child respectfully 
thanked the poet, but explained that the glass jar would not protect his stars from the 
Dawn. 

Stoneflute smiled and answered, "You were correct to use your sword. See how the 
stars stick to the blade?" 

Stellar music 
for celeste 
lunatic 
and flower. 


Incantation and Dance 

The hall was quasi-illumined, as though Stoneflute had just walked into the ruins of 
an ancient civilization of light. Bulbous colors flowed and ebbed against islands of 
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blackness. Noellen walked toward him from among invisible pillars. 

Motionless and silent, she leaned back against the wall, her eyes closed. In the next 
room the candles went out. 

Noellen did not speak to Stoneflute at all, but to a point-source in his continuum. 


The Head 

I see a head revolving slowly. Its eyes are the sun and the moon. It seems frightened 
although its other features are infinite. Birds fly across its brow. Its mouth is the vast 
void. Words appear and disappear as a vision in it. Its flesh stretches over the 
universe. It takes time to see the head in its entirety. I think it does not breathe, but 
sometimes I think it is gasping, maybe not for air, but in horror. 


Her Beauty 

For Stoneflute Noellen had the quality of a nightmare. She was not ugly by anybody's 
standards. On the contrary, it was as though he intuited she was beautiful to other 
beings, themselves unfathomable. 

Her face composed itself where pain, perhaps, and wonder met. Her hair was 
introverted. Invisible ornaments graced her form. 


Secret Marriage 
Chicago 1969 

Stoneflute sat beside his empty mouth and wondered what he would say next. He said 
nothing. He sat listening to the tinny silence spilling out of the radio. Outside was the 
dawn of a glorious new day. Inside was another issue altogether: sterility, vacuum, the 
poetry of nothing at all. 

The subway entered through the east window and left by the west, the sound rather. 

He looked out the window at the long shadow of a telephone pole falling the length of 
the alley to his face. By degrees the shadow crawled up his face to his soft hair. The 
magician put on his cloak and left. 

Noellen had already boiled the coffee when Stoneflute arrived. They both sat down to 
quietly sip the bittersweet coffee and look out the window to the garden. She spoke 
softly, almost shifting keys, accentuating each transmogrification with the 
synchronous dripping of an imaginary candle. "You use that candle well" the poet 
replied. "Thank you" she said almost betraying a human smile, but suddenly drowning 
it in her coffee cup. "Your eyes still say it" he suggested. Her smile widened on her 
pale forehead. She whispered "our marriage must remain a secret". Stoneflute nodded 
sadly. His forehead was dark and burnt. His imaginary candle dripped incessantly. 
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"Let us go into the next room." 

I wish you really existed. 

Stoneflute took one long drag and doused his cigarette in the remaining scotch. 
Picking up his glass, he turned to Noellen and said "Cheers". 

Starlight 

Fire 

Window pane. 

Succuba. 

A fog horn in the rain. 

A fugue of dull and sharp agonies played upon Stoneflute. 


Burning Poems 

A shimmering green mist descends silently on an empty room. On the other side of 
the door is the delicate odor of poems burning. Distorted sounds of an old harpsichord 
creep in. An elegance of poverty. 

It is night. The stark perspective of the alley is framed in my window. The grey wall 
outside forms a harsh diagonal against the dark. A bright star hangs from the moon 
like a manic pendulum. A telephone pole slices vertically. If it were day, this picture 
would be too cluttered by colors and detail. But at night it is simple, elemental, sterile. 

Noellen, I paint your face, like Sesshu's long scroll, on my brain. Woman, I do not 
remember you when you were a child or an infant, but even before that, when you 
were a small fire climbing up a kite string through pale green twilight, and 
disappearing through an old ceiling. I rushed outside to look for you among the stars, 
but you were already halfway across the void. 


The Temple of the Wildflower 

Blacklick Woods 

We walked along the slow path of an autumn forest, the woman and I. At a small 
clearing by the way was a single wildflower between two fallen trees. To pick the 
wildflower and offer it to the woman would be to offer her a dead flower. To offer her 
the flower as it was, unplucked from its earth, would be a conceit for only the 
wildflower could offer itself. Beyond the wildflower, perpendicular to our path, was a 
tiny path for tiny beings. It went between the fallen trees over a blade of grass and 
under a bright red leaf. We followed the tiny path as well as we could until finally we 
found ourselves in front of a little white pagoda. A little man walked out and said 
welcome to the temple of the wildflower. 
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Leaving Signs 


Germany 1970 

Who shall come hear my little mountain? She will see the altar that I am, in the eorner 
of a sidewalk eafe, in a eity many light-years away. Though I am hidden in a 
wilderness of darkness, silent on my metal bed, counting the eeiling, she will know 
the roek only I would have seen, the flesh only I eould have opened, the flowers only 
I eould have smelt, and she will find me lost in the periphery of a great labyrinth. 


Disintegration 

The left hand touched the tear rolling down from the eye. The other hand wore a 
glove. Stoneflute demanded an admission from the Universe that it was not human. 
He onee loved an alien. She touehed him fatally on the elbow. Sadly he now realized 
it was immortal. 

The flesh will die and, in a thousand years, all that will remain will be one elbow, a 
tear, and a stone flute enelosed in a box of death, on the way to the eenter of the 
earth. 


Reason 

The universe exists for far less reason than I have for searehing for you. And so I 
begin again the long stepless trek from your name to your nameless self. 

Will you eome away with me when I eonfront you with my new soul, eonfounded by 
years of solitude with you? 

The journey of a thousand lives begins with the first death. 

The dark-bright riddle that life put before you is finally solved in the elear blue sky of 
death. 


Future Poetry 

Think of a poem greater than which no poem exists. It will be written a thousand 
thousand years from now in a distant galaxy. 

The epie poem of the future 
will be a noword haiku. 
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Down Memory Lane 

This is a story about a guy who volunteers for a new medical procedure involving 
injection of an artificial virus (nanotechnology) into a man’s brain. The virus is 
programmed to crawl around brain cells and electronically stimulate the cells storing 
memories. The virus crawls through layers of forgotten memories, eliciting fresh and 
immediate images from the buried past. 

Some images are raw and uninterpreted; some are interpreted but in a juvenile way. 
As the images are brought to the foreground, they are re-interpreted. 

Birth is re-experienced. 

On the way back up through the layers of consciousness, the virus taps a memory of a 
crime witnessed as an infant. 
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Journals 


The Problem of Other Minds 

This vast comprehensive systemization; this proto-intellectual emotional orientation; 
this crystal clear sanity is more than I can bear. There must be two minds. I cannot do 
this alone; someone else in this galaxy to help me conceive the universe. 


The Cave 

My old mushroom self sits in a rock house while the rain falls through the forest. Here 
I am again, the forest says to itself. Minutes and hours fall away from my mind. Eons. 
What did I hope? My solitude is a dungeon of freedom. Because it is a truth, it is 
meaningless, like the silence that fell in the forest that other afternoon. 

The wild chrysanthemums roar in the afternoon rain. The stillness prods my silence. 

In a corner of the cave, the fire imagines a thousand faces. The lonely boundaries 
between inside and outside break down. It was my self. Return to the fire. The 
thousand faces are resolved in a single face. My loneliness is on fire. My poems are 
burning. My future bums into the past. I understand neither the face nor the fire. 


The Sum of All 

Consciousness is transcendent because it adds illusion to reality and deals with the 
sum. We are after all human-monster-god without any means of validating our 
existences. 


Tender Heart 

The new tender heart through which the universe is sucked is my heart. For now, you 
are a ghost-feeling in real space. 


A Yellow Diamond Sunoco Sign 

Chicago 

After 

The window was open and a cool wind came through the black iron fire escape. It was 
midnight and I sat in the waiting room drinking coffee from a machine. The silence 
was frequently split by the squeal of Chevy tires going too fast around the street 
comer below the window. 

Outside the window, a yellow diamond Sunoco sign pierced by a flashing red arrow 
rose slowly over the roof tops like an autumn moon. I rubbed my eyes. Four thirty in 
the morning. 

I thought of my wife sleeping in the hotel, among the dogs and prowling men of the 


89 



city. She would be safe in her dreams, hidden in one of the caves, wrapped in the 
unknown. 

Thank God she is not the wife of a president, a general, or a big-time mobster. Thank 
God I am not any of these men that anyone might think of hurting me by hurting my 
wife. We have only accidents and natural fate to contend with. 


This entry corresponds with my poem "The Moon Rose". The before in Moon Rose is 
before I married Talma. The after in the Yellow Diamond Sunoco Sign is just after I 
married her. 


Supposed to Be Asleep 

Chicago 

I am supposed to be asleep. My wife is in the bathroom washing her underpants. She 
hangs them on a towel rack on the shower door. 

Perhaps she pauses to look at herself in the mirror. She walks back into the bedroom. 
Now I am asleep. 


The Good Things 

Columbus Ohio 

The good things of existence are the simple things, the things that give us the most 
substantial nourishment, such as clear water, white milk, yellow cheese, brown bread, 
red wine, blue sky, and green meadows. There are other simple things in life that have 
given me the most substantial happiness. My wife slices a tomato and cucumber into 
the salad she is making for our dinner and puts in some radishes and olives very 
carefully. The arrangement is an act of love. Just thinking of her washing her 
stockings in the bathroom sink gives me wellbeing. Her speaking, her grandmother’s 
nightgown, and her just learning to cook draw me close to her, to life, and to this solid 
earth. 


Night and Morning 

Columbus Ohio 

I undress myself in the dark. I sit on the edge of the bed, take off my shoes and socks, 
resigned but contented with my lot. It is time for sleeping. I have kissed my child. I 
kiss my wife search for lips in the dark find them, a small wetness at the corners. I lie 
down, give up all my critical standards of reality. I accept all. Philosopher of dreams. 
A good man for all men. Subtle, sociable. Asleep. 
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Darkness. It is six o-five in the morning. I wake up an existentialist. Beads of sweat 
on my forehead from the heat of sleeping. The standards of reality reattach themselves 
subtly to my brain. I begin to plot my escape. All awareness. Cold water. Mirror. I 
dress in the dark. I leave the house. I drive to work. My silence is huge. The hinge of 
my jaw is gigantic, unworkable. 

Today is the same as yesterday. There is night and there is day. There is nothing else. 


Chains 

I love my chains. I keep them polished and in good repair. 


Heidelberger Castle 

June 1970 

One should only see the Heidelberger Castle when there is a good chance that he will 
not be able to find a shelter for the night, when he risks stumbling down the side of a 
mountain in the dusk, or when he lacks the 50 pfennigs to see the sight of other seers. 

Night is accompanied by the despair of alienation and one may feel it in his rectum. 
The superwills outside one's head explain why it is so logical to leap over the edge 
and suddenly six million bells ring. 


Park of the Wolf-Mother 

Paris: July 1970 

I saw an old woman in a park dedicated to the suckling of Romulus and Remus. At 
intervals she would throw a few crumbs to the pigeons. When the poor birds ventured 
close enough to the crumbs, she'd swing at them with her thick wooden cane. The 
slow poison of old age. 

Yesterday. I saw a little boy running up to a cluster of pigeons that scattered like holy 
water from the hands of an impish priest in the church of life. 


Jazzkeller 

Darmstadt: November 1970 

Hideously beautiful French woman, garishly painted eyes, 1920-rouged cheeks and 
lips, sunken and dehydrated. The black ribbon like an old gash, tied about a thin white 
neck, the down of which drives one mad with deprivation. Hair clipped short in a 
spasm of vengeance. 

Mad love. 
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Who will come? 


Two small plump nuns of existence enter my vision. Who am I now? I am hungry. I 
walk in the city. 

In a corner of the mind, sit silent somewhere watching. From a sidewalk cafe I saw 
her coming. Waiting, with black ashes smeared over my face, wearing black pants 
and sweater in nighttime. Only my eyes are white. Tear apart steak with sharp teeth. 

It wasn’t her, she didn’t come. It was more a hint of coming, blonde in the distance, 
dark eyes white. 

Dark ashes fall from purple trees in autumn night. Eyelashes. Wilderness. I stand in 
the heart of a night, many years ago. The moon was ghostly white that night, granite 
among flesh amidst white flowers. 

Who shall come hear my little mountain? She will see the alter that I am, in the corner 
of a sidewalk cafe in a city many light years away. Though I hide in the wilderness of 
my darkness, silent on my metal bed counting the ceiling, she will know the rock that 
only I could have looked at, the flesh only I could have wounded, the flowers only I 
could have smelled, and she will find me lost in the periphery of this great labyrinth. 

The waters of the lake form in the neat handwriting of stupidity. The waters lap at the 
rotting wood of my small boat. The man who knows exactly where he is in the 
universe is lost in the world. I cast my net in the glittering waters for starfish. Pink 
beetles crawl up my boat and fly backwards from the wind. 

Will she find me here? 


Romantsche Strasse 

Rothenburg: April 1971 

After walking on the old country road between Rothenburg and Steinbach for about 
an hour, I found a small tongue of meadow where two streams joined. The beating of 
the warm Sunday morning made me sleepy, so I lay down between the two streams. 
For a while, I watched three hawks soaring high above with fixed wings on invisible 
freeways. I listened to the quiet splashing of the two streams and soon I was dreaming 
of a young woman's face from ancient times, all in melting succession. 

There was a warm breathing near me. Slowly I was awakened by a small wet kiss on 
my eyelid. For seconds my eyes remained closed to cling to this experience. 


A Small Wax Heart 

Rothenburg: April 1971 

I bought a small wax heart for a friend in a small Rothenburger shop near the 
marktplatz. I do not know whether she should eat it, 
bum it, or hang it. 

Never look a gift horse in the heart. 
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Stonehenge 

Amesbury England: May 1971 

Yesterday Catherine and I tramped over to Stonehenge. Me and me Andy Capp cap, 
she with her wax heart. She packed a rucksack of six cakes, some biskies, a half-quart 
of pear wine, and two apples. We set off, hand in hand, to Seven Sisters at 10:30 am. 
After Victoria and Waterloo, a train to Basingstoke, a nip of lunch, a connection to 
Salisbury, and a coach to Amesbury, we walked the remaining two miles to that 
ancient calendar-temple of Stonehenge. We arrived around 5 pm. Aside from the silly 
fact that someone had closed off the open field of Stonehenge and charged us 
admission to get in, the experience was altogether wonderful. Guides sat around with 
tourists on the ground, explaining the paradoxes and prehistory of this ancient site. 

We were oblivious to all but ourselves, the buttered bread, the moon, and these 10,000 
years. It was a very special day for earthlings. 


Windermere 

Lake Windermere England: May 1971 

On the eighth of May I sailed with the August Moon on the Windermere from 
Bowness to Ambleside. Dawn gave birth to a beautiful Tuesday: twenty stones, four 
ounces, hundreds of flapping wings, and one ancient laughing sailor. 


Four Seasons 

Darmstadt: August 1971 

Germany is mature, graying at the temples with streaks of colors in its trees and 
dashes of coolness in its air. Germany wears a beard and is strong like an ancient 
warrior. 

America looms before me harsh and cold, remembered in winter, like a steel and 
concrete Sparta, but also with promises of a special warmth within its deepest folds 
and private spaces. Somewhere beyond the Eastern mountains and the low middle 
hills, and behind the door of a small cabin is a remnant of summer saved up to last me 
through this no-mans winter. 

Spring waits on the other side of the earth, perhaps in Israel. 


II Tempio 

Rome: September 1971 

Pages of II Tempio fluttered fitfully through the Villa Borgesi, landing here and then 
taking off, landing there... You see, Rome is a very well read city. 
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All Paths 

Paris: November 1971 

All paths lead only to ourselves and to death. But somewhere there is a side street, 
hidden from view, that leads to one other person. 

Consequently, one of these skies is false. 


Memories 

Paris: November 1971 

Everything is equally old on this planet. 
Some things just have longer memories. 


How to See Europe 

Rhon Mountains, Germany: November 1971 

The reason many Europeans object so much to American tourists in their countries is 
that Americans tend to go from capital to capital, spending one day at each stop and a 
few minutes at the most famous monuments, buying the universal souvenirs (they 
never vary from one country to the next), isolating themselves from any possibility of 
authentic contact, and then returning home to boast over dry martinis that they have 
been here and there, seen this and that. Europe feels like a woman who has been the 
subject of a men's locker room conversation. 

Europeans feel one should have a sense of responsibility toward what he sees, a 
commitment and a sensitivity, that one should not go on to something else until he has 
known, appreciated, and been changed by what he has witnessed. Ideally this means 
that one would spend enough time in each city, village, or countryside he visits to 
drink its local wine, eat its food, work its farms, roads, survive off its land, and love 
one of its women. 


The Old Cronies 

Rhon Mountains, Germany: November 1971 

At the bottom of the path going up to the Cloister of Kreutzberg in the Rhon Montains 
was an old man wearing a Dutch sea merchant's cap and turning the crank of a 1902 
Berliner barrel organ. His two metal crutches stood against one of the trees like old 
cronies waiting around for him. He was a salty old man with bristly white hair 
growing down his jowls, with chubby red hands and knuckles, and a great round 
stomach. He spoke with a Mainzer accent about the things that made up an organ 
grinder’s life and explained the internal workings of his wonderful barrel organ that 
was one of the very last of its kind. He opened the top cover of the organ, revealing its 
great disk and while he explained he turned the crank at the side of the box. Auf 
Wiedersehen drifted on the upper winds of the autumn afternoon. 


94 



A Little Flake 

Amorbach Germany: December 1971 


A woman enters the cafe where I drink my warm wine. She shakes the cold speckles 
out of her golden hair. A little flake falls to her bosom and melts. I rush like liquid 
down to her navel. The room goes dark again. I feel a hand upon my leg. A smell of 
crushed chrysanthemum hearts and dandelion brains drifts toward my nose. 


The Laundromat 

Munich, August 1986 

Image: a woman playing a clavichord in a laundromat. Maybe it was a clavicle. 

Maybe it wasn't an ordinary laundromat. 

Englischergarten Naktbaden: 

Icy cold river quenching your sweaty body's thirst-need. Circumambulating 
circumspectly among the circumcised and the un, breasts and fresh hair. 

Schusshof garten: 

Shoes off, walking cool silky grass. Lake surrounded by weeping willows — laughing 
biergarten umpapa band. 

Easy sunlight dappled shade. Athenian temple, a wise smile from a high knoll. How 
far away this is from Mea Shaarim. 

Hofgartenplatz: 

Argument in a VW. The young man orders the woman out of his car. She slams the 
door and walks to the underground station. Her composure about to disintegrate as she 
descends the stairs. Or is it my imagination? The VW screeches away from the curb. 


This belongs in the Israeli timeframe but I was visiting Europe at the time, so I guess 
life does not fit in my neat little categories. 


A Mother’s and Father’s Love 

Raanana, May 3, 1979 

A mother’s love is milky light, weakening and creative, but a father’s love is earthy, 
dense, strengthening and moving. A mother’s love is the slow-to-fade feeling of her 
breast that the child carries in his cheek, but a father’s love is a large hand rising up 
from nowhere to support the child if he should fall. 

I love my sons, partly for reasons totally contained within themselves, their particular 
selves, and partly because I love my role as their father. I love my role as their father 
because I love my father. In this way, love, and not merely knowledge, is transmitted 
from generation to generation. 
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Spirit Catcher 

Akko, May 4, 1979 

On the harbor at Akko, some Arabs and an African sit under the long afternoon 
shadow of a condemned building grilling fish for themselves or passersby with 
money. The fish’s head, the sideways glance of its wide-open unseeing eye, reminds 
me of one of the group hunched over the grill. I close my eyelids and flare my 
nostrils. Behind me is a memorial to Baal Zevuv (Beelzebub) in the waters of the 
harbor. I want to catch their spirit in my camera. The African calls over to me, hey 
shalom! and shakes his head in protest. I put away my camera. Perhaps he only 
wanted some baksheesh. In the Middle East, nothing is ever done for free. 


Dark Writing 

Raanana, September 1988 

We believe in matter because the evidence of it beats against our senses every 
moment of our lives. We believe in spirit because we cannot help but differentiate 
between an organic body a moment before its death and one a moment after its death 
and because we believe in the continuity of being across time. 

Spirit is the glue that holds matter together. Spirit is the fuel that drives and sustains 
matter. Matter is the bridge and the vehicle. Spirit is the source and the destination. 
Matter builds a fortress and hordes itself. 

Spirit, all adventure, rushes out to the horizon. 


The Dilemma of a Poet 

Raanana, April 1994 

To write in a language that is meaningful to himself — 
or in a language meaningful to others? 

Sometimes the question is the answer. 

We have really made a mess of the human mind. It is ill-adapted to deal with the 
cruelty and isolation of life in the universe. Death and loneliness are 
uncontemplatible. So give me another mind for contemplation. 


Millipede 

Raanana, August 1999 

Millipede and small spiders nibble at my pages while I write them. 
They can't even wait til I'm published. 

Prehumously. 

It is easier to learn to be perfect 
than it is to learn to be human. 
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I knew I was in trouble 
when I realized I was obsessed 
with discovering love's algorithm 
and encoding consciousness. 


Resuming the Dialogue 

Raanana, April 2000 

Why start writing again after all these years of silence and solitude? This interruption 
in internal dialogue has lasted nearly half of my life up til now. Nothing has changed 
abruptly in my life to warrant such drastic action. I still stand on the cusp between life 
and death, between peace and despair, between love and loneliness, between nothing 
and something. Nothing has changed. Nothing at all. 

And yet. 

Why write at all? The need, the expectation of dialogue, if not with someone else 
across space, then across time; if not across time, then across possibility. Someone 
else, not just anyone else. Someone else. The other. The I of someone else. Not me. 
Someone independent of me. I once gave her the name Noellen. It doesn't matter. 
Nothing matters. It mattered to me. When I was young and swashbuckling. 

I am 53. My wife is 53 too. Are you 53, Noellen? Or were you a pressed rose in your 
own book of poetry, like the young girl who bore me? I have three fine sons, the 
oldest half my age, spaced 5 or 6 years apart, like my sister and me, and a dog. Each 
their own world and timeline. 

The dog is the only true Buddha nature. The rest of us are just faking it. But that is 
just our Buddha nature too, so that's ok. 

Slowly I find myself shuffling off my own centerstage. My children take their rightful 
places, each acting in their own plays before their own audiences. 


Only a Soul Can Love 

Raanana, August 2001 

We cannot tell a lie. That is because everything we say is true, 
or might be. We are opportunistic. Can our will overcome our desire? 
Can our sense of morality overcome our will? 

Can we overcome ourselves? 

We would be betrayers if we could. 

Love is proof that there are souls. 

We can only love a soul. 

There is nothing else to love. 

And only a soul can love. 

And souls are proof of God. 

Our infinitessimal piece of the infinite. 

Is your silence a proof that you exist, 
in the same way that 
God's ignoring our prayers 
is a proof that He exists? 
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Negative Spaces 

Raanana, November 2001 

I live in the negative spaces. You know, between the two faces, the form of a 
candelabra. Or between two candelabra, a face. I live with the one who is not here. I 
am somewhere else. Between two things. 


Sightseeing 

Raanana, December 2001 
We see through these bodies. 

If only we could see through these bodies. 


Pinocchio Revisited 

Raanana, September 21, 2002 

For me, the Pinocchio story plays backward. Gepetto was a good and loving father to 
the little puppet-boy, but essentially powerless. You see, I was once a real little boy, 
but along came the fairy godmother and, without even a shake of her magic wand, 
with her Venus de Milo arms, turned me into a little wooden boy til the end of my 
days. 

Since then, I’ve grown up but I’m still made of wood. I walk and move woodenly - 
awkwoodly, so to speak. At weddings and at funerals my face is made of wood. I look 
in the mirror and see my wooden poses. I cannot bend or bop or do any of the other 
malleable things real people can do. I can be broken, however, my limbs snapped in 
two. 

Fear makes me wooden: fear of living and fear of dying; fear and too much self- 
consciousness; fear of unintended consequences and other flexibilities of fate. 

Love would (wood?) change me back into a real little boy. I have been loved before, 
loved for being a good little wooden boy, loved for naught within my ken, but it will 
never be the love of the fairy godmother. 


A Geometry of the Soul 

Raanana, January 1, 2003 

A human soul wants to grab an extra moment on his arc from birth to grave. Perhaps 
that moment is not on the soul’s arc, as a prolongation, but tangential in another 
direction all together. Not an extra second of more of the same in front of me but an 
extra second of different experience. 

You have to understand the suicidal nature of the obsession with her. Every sight of 
her, every word, was one more breath permitted, a step toward life, freedom from 
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Hades. Not seeing, not feeling, not hearing, not understanding, was a dissonance 
solved only by death. Only the hope of one more word prevented that solution. 


Normality 

Raanana, February 3, 2003 

Normality is our culture made invisible to us. 


Rationality 

Raanana, April 22, 2003 

All logical systems are grounded in at least one axiom. What we don’t know for sure, 
we must believe. Those of us who consider ourselves rational must believe in 
rationality. 


Good and Evil 

Raanana, April 24, 2003 

It is interesting to note that, although good and evil are opposites, they are not 
symmetric opposites. For instance, good has to be taught and encouraged whereas evil 
does not. 
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English Grammar 

Raanana, April 25, 2003 

In English grammar we are taught that adjectives modify nouns. The red of a red car 
is the same as the red of a red shirt. The shirt and the car are modified. The red stays 
the same. Right and wrong, though adjectives, may be modified by the things they are 
supposed to modify; for example, a right answer (right = correct), a right action (right 
= moral), and a right composition (right = aesthetic). The right answer is true and 
precise. The right action maximizes good and minimizes evil. The right composition 
may be true or false, good or bad, but it is a creation that deserves to exist. 


Questions 

Raanana, August 18, 2003 

The two most important questions put to modern philosophy are: 

1. How do we maintain our humanity in an inhumane world? 

2. How do we decide on a course of action without sufficient information? 

Four ethical commands: 

1. Do unto others as you would have them do unto you (Golden Rule). 

2. Do unto others before they do unto you (sociopath). 

3. Do not unto others that which is hateful to you (Silver Rule). 

4. Do unto others what they do unto you (revenge). 


Tombstones and Tee-shirts 

Raanana, April 25, 2003 

I wouldn’t mind wearing a slogan on my tee-shirt, like “programming - mind over 
matter”. But I would like it written on my tombstone “he was a poet - he died with his 
eyes open”. That is because being a programmer is a profession for a lifetime, while 
being is poet is a profession for eternity. 
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Book of Sadnesses 

Raanana, January 9, 2004 
Note: 

This idea probably owes part of its existence to B rod’s 613 Sadnesses from 
“Everything is Illuminated” by Jonathan Safran Foer. 

There is a particular sadness when a soul finds itself in a situation that is less than 
perfect. 

Why isn’t there room in heaven for everyone? 

When you think about all the poetry that has been written about trees, mountains, 
streams, and stars - look up at the starry night and imagine that on every star and 
point of light there is a poet writing poems about trees, mountains, streams, and stars. 
Imagine the poems that we will never hear, the loves we will never feel, the beauty 
we’ll never see, and the things we’ll never know. 


The Pupil as Teacher 

Raanana, September 17, 2004 
Note: 

Thoughts on reading Claude Steiner’s “Scripts People Live ”, a book on 
Transactional Analysis of tragic and banal life scripts. 

1. Our ego states are probably established in the order in which we experience 
them; Child’s Child, Child’s Adult, Child’s Parent, Adult, and Parent. They 
never die or disappear. They are just layered over, like levels in an 
archeological dig. 

2. People undergo significant transformations once you get to know them better. 

3. Love is not blind, as the cliche would have us believe. The opposite is true. 
Love allows us to see better. Our pupilary responses to those we love or are 
interested in are widened pupils, as we want to take in as much light and 
perceptual detail as possible. As a matter of fact, we try to open as many 
senses as we can, to maximize the sight, the sound, the smell, the taste, and the 
touch of the person we love. It would be more accurate to say that un-love is 
blind or tends toward blindness, as we try to minimize our perceptions of the 
one we don’t love. The pupilary response to one we don’t love is to narrow the 
pupil to the point of a pin prick. The pupils teach us how others see us. 
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Composite Sketch 


Raanana, January 28, 2005 

And in the end, there was no explanation for the attraction, except that it was there, 
like a humongous sunrise that goes wump on the land. All the details were, after all, 
only details of how a fate unravels itself. There, in spite of the grace of an 
inconsequent god went I. Did it kill me? No, I suppose not; therefore, I must be 
stronger, a better man, musn't I? 

I suppose if I had to describe her physical attributes to a police sketch artist, as one 
might describe a hit-and-run driver, the one who had committed the gravest crime 
against my soul, I would be a poor witness. I would have to say I never really got a 
good look at her. For instance, I don't know how tall she was. How blonde her hair 
was. Whether or not her fingers were long or delicate. She wasn't thin. Neither was 
she fat. Was she beautiful? I don't know. I suppose so. I was so totally captivated by 
her that she must have been beautiful or I must have been focused somewhere else, 
somewhere inside. Even so, underneath the skin stretched over her bones and 
musculature, there was a layer of the unknowable, the inaccessible. What exactly did 
she do to you? the police sketch artist might have asked. I can't really say. She came 
too close to me once, after English Eit class. There was another time she opened her 
mouth in a kiss whose taste I still can't get out of my mind. And once when I was 
facing the mantle like one of the clocks she would turn around to face the wall in 
whatever room she'd enter, she came up close behind me and brushed my elbow with 
her breast. 


A Great Way to Pick up Girls 

Raanana, September 08, 2006 

Poetry is not a great way to pick up girls. If only someone authoritative had told me 
that when I was younger, I could have saved you all the trouble of wading through my 
poetry. If only someone had written this warning in a book of his own poems, I might 
have done something else with my life. So for the record, let me state as 
authoritatively as I can, given the unique perspective of my 59 years of experience, 
that poetry is not a great way to pick up girls. There it is for posterity's benefit. If 
anyone has ever attracted the opposite sex with his poems, then there is a better-than- 
even chance that he could have done as well without it, since he probably has some 
other attractive attribute. Those who don't, write poetry and pine away. 
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Certainty, Truth, and Utility 

Raanana, October 10, 2006 

“I know nothing except the fact of my ignorance.” 

- Socrates 

“I think, hence I am. ... From the very circumstance that I thought to doubt... it most 
clearly and certainly followed that I was.” 

- Rene Descartes 

“You can fool some of the people some of the time and all of the people some of the 
time, but you can't fool all of the people all of the time.” 

— Abraham Lincoln 

We are all looking for a foundation of certainty, at least the possibility of certainty. 
Socrates found certainty in the fact of his ignorance. Descartes used his doubts to 
bootstrap a proof of his existence. Lincoln said that we are not all total fools. I think it 
is safe to say that everybody knows something. Since no two people can occupy the 
same set of shoes at the same time, it is also safe to say that everybody knows 
something different, at least because they see things from different perspectives. Of 
course it is also tme that some people know the same things, because not all 
knowledge is limited by perspective or perception. Some knowledge is based on 
conception. None of this asserts that all or any of the things that people claim to know 
are certain or true. 

Not all truths are useful; neither are all falsehoods useless. Therefore, one could assert 
that a statement does not necessarily have to be proven true in order to be proven 
useful. Tautologies are rarely useful to the survival of our species, but a literary work 
of fiction about survival in the desert might save one’s life if he were to find himself 
lost in a desert. Mathematicians sometimes make conjectures, which are hypotheses 
too useful to wait around for a formal proof. 

Suppose we were to connect everybody together in a network (it could be called the 
Internet). Also suppose that we connect a Turing Machine to the network (it could be 
called a search engine). Anybody can pose any question to the TM, which would turn 
around and relay that question to a virtual bulletin board that everyone could view and 
possibly answer. The TM would respond to the question posed with the one of the 
answers received. It might be the first answer received or the most common answer 
among many. Suppose the people receiving an answer from the TM graded that 
answer and the TM recorded that grade in an index of responders. Next time around, 
the TM could accompany the answer with a likelihood of usefulness. The TM might 
even select the “best” answer coming from a source with the highest indexed grades. 
People might pay for the ability to pose questions of the TM or they might earn 
credits by answering questions appearing on the bulletin board or relayed to them by 
the TM. They could use those credits to pay for the ability to pose their own questions 
of the TM. Suppose there were other TMs connected to the network. These other TMs 
might store a lot of useful information or they might perform useful calculations very 
quickly or they might perform some useful service or all the above. All the relaying 
TM would have to do is to decide whether the question posed is better solved by a 
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human or by a TM or, if there were no way to tell for sure, to relay the question to 
both and sort the answers by indexed grades. Suppose the relaying TM were to store 
every question and every answer (even the answers that were not relayed to the 
posers). Suppose also that this TM was programmed to parse every question and 
every answer into an object-oriented conceptual taxonomy with multiple hierarchies, 
such as syntactic (parts of speech) deconstructions, semantic networks, and contextual 
frameworks. If the TM encountered a question or answer that it could not parse, it 
could ask its own question of a human, who would explain how to parse this 
particular sentence or phrase and others like it. 

Might this not become the most useful machine on our planet? 


Writing under the Influence of Lacan and R.D. Laing 

Raanana, December 30, 2006 
A knot: 

My desire makes me weak. 

My lack of desire makes me strong. 

I desire what is strong in you. 

The only way that I can achieve my desire 
Is by means of your weakness: 

Your desire for me. 

This is the whirling yin-yang of love. 

Raanana, January 6, 2007 
A paradox: 

Every rule has an exception. 

Except for this one. 

There are no paradoxes in reality. Paradoxes represent the boundaries of language, 
philosophy, and theory when they try to express how reality operates. Eanguage's 
limits are derived from the fact that it is integral and ordered, as opposed to reality 
which is real and simultaneous. It is inevitable that the symbolic formulations 
obtained from language will generate absurd results from time to time. Thoughts, at 
least those that arise from perceptions and impressions, are more like reality than is 
language. Thoughts are continuously variable and present themselves all at once. 
Maybe we really know the answer but cannot say what it is. 


Writing under the Influence of Rumi 

Raanana, January 19, 2007 

(Rumi was your everyday Afghan mystic love poet of the 13* century) 

Eoneliness and love are a poet's friends. Eove makes the poet soar to heights. 
Eoneliness makes the poet dive to depths. Sometimes love and loneliness come to 
visit separately and sometimes together. When neither comes, the rich discourse stops 
flowing through the poet's mouth. 


104 



A poet: 
Warm heart, 
Cold eye. 


Two Puppeteers 

Raanana, February 10, 2007 

Two puppeteers pull our strings, controlling us like marionettes: love and death. 


Bemused 

Raanana, March 3, 2007 
Poets are a dime a dozen. 

A good muse, on the other hand. 
Comes around once a lifetime; 
Now there are two - 
What's a poet to do? 


Six and Sixty 

Raanana, April 27, 2007 
When one is six 

He wonders how can such a spirit be 
Contained in such a body. 

When one is sixty 
He wonders the same thing. 


A Good Poem 

Raanana, May 1, 2007 

A good poem may be about the great themes that concern us all: life, love, God, and 
death. In a good poem, however, none of those words (the ones representing or 
encompassing those great themes) should be used. 


True and False 

Raanana, August 28, 2007 

Everything is true and everything is false. I don't mean it in a relative sense. A thing is 
not truth itself. It bears a relation to truth. There may be an infinite quantity of 
relations between an object and its truth value. It's like six degrees of separation. A 
statement may be both literally false and figuratively true. In one sense it's true. In 
another sense it is false. In each sense, it is absolutely what it is for ever and ever - 
not relative depending on how many Frenchmen agree with you. To illustrate the 
point, one might start out with a patently absurd statement and then proceed to show 
in what sense that statement made sense. 
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Written under the Influence of Robert Frost 


Raanana, September 2, 2007 

In poetry the word should not be bigger than the concept. It's the concept that should 
be bigger than the word. It should be a bit too big to get your mouth around. It should 
be bigger than the twitchy little scribbling motions your hand makes when it is 
writing. One should write poetry like a foreigner might write. I don't mean you should 
imitate any particular foreigner's malapropisms; no, like someone who doesn't know 
the latest slang or the accepted turn of phrase. There are two kinds of words in a 
sentence: power words and bridging words. The latter may be used any number of 
times because nobody is aware of them and nobody counts them, but the former may 
be used only once in a work, maybe even only once in a lifetime. 


Idea for a Photograph 

Raanana, September 15, 2007 

A photograph of an old man standing beside a photo of himself as a younger man. But 
in this photo, the younger man is also standing beside a photo of himself as a young 
boy. And so on and so forth, photo within photo, until we see a photo of the subject as 
an infant held in anonymous arms beside a photo of blackness. 


Lawyers and Poets 

Raanana, September 19, 2007 
You hit a lawyer and he sues your ass. 
You kiss a poet and he writes a poem. 


God's Little Joke 

Raanana, September 20, 2007 

One of God's little jokes: you'll both be married - just not to each other. 


The Problem of One's Own Mind 

Raanana, October 1, 2007 

(Ludwig Wittgenstein wrote The Problem of Other Minds, which attempts to refute 
solipsism linguistically. This is obviously an over-simplification. Anyway it has 
nothing to do with the four statements that follow.) 

1. Consciousness may be bom at the most inopportune moment. 

2. Consciousness cannot help but fall in love with some object, which it 
promptly proceeds to convert into a subject whose attributes equal or surpass 
its own. 

3. Consciousness needs to be loved by whomever it loves. 

4. Consciousness refuses to cease existing, even though that is what is 
objectively required at a given moment. 
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The Photo Album 

By Mike Stone 
August 3, 2011 Raanana 

Introduction 

There is a cliche currently in vogue that a picture is worth a thousand words. Poetry is 
full of artifices, such as Japanese haiku limited to 17 syllables (no more, no less), 
sonnets, and iambic pentameter. Although photographs are commonly considered to 
be pictorial by nature, they also possess other qualities that may be described in so 
many words. Those qualities include a non-subjective perspective, the static aspect of 
motion, the freezing of time, and the isolation of space, to name only a few. The 
graphic images in photos may be described verbally, calling attention to elements that 
may have been glossed over by the untrained eye. The missing element of motion 
implies an interesting lack of continuity between one photo and the next. In the same 
way that an author describes the bare facts of the situation without indicating their 
emotional impact on the characters involved in the situation, so that the reader may 
intuit for himself the emotional states of the characters, provided that the author 
describes the facts sufficiently well, a continuity between photographic image may 
also be induced in the mind of the viewer. Another aspect of photographs is 
comprised of the richness of the visual imagery with its immediate accessibility to our 
intuition and its concomitant ability to deceive us. Verbal prose lacks this deceptive 
capability because it must enter our minds through our logical circuitry. Verbal prose 
explains exactly what people do and think. Images may expose the truth but they may 
just as well hide the truth. By describing photographic images verbally, we may 
facilitate a crossing over of sensual modalities thereby allowing verbal access to the 
deception of imagery. 

This work attempts to impose a light-weight structure on a prose form in order to 
determine whether it can survive even a slight modicum of discipline or whether it 
becomes something else entirely. Therefore, taking the cliche in its literal 
interpretation, I intend to describe a series of hypothetical photographs in exactly 
1000 words each, no more, no less, such photographs as never appeared in any album 
- except perhaps the album that I carry in my mind. 
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First Photograph 

This photo is unlike any photograph I have ever seen before. It looks under¬ 
developed, if it were ever even developed at all. There is nothing on it. It appears 
black at first, but black would be a color and a color would be something, but this is 
nothing, a photograph of nothing at all, not even a photograph - just nothing, just 
plain nothing at all. Clear, that is more how I would describe it; neither black nor 
white; nothing to stop the light or slow it down; in fact, no light at all, and no 
darkness; clear. Nothing to see, nothing with which to see, nothing with which to 
think about nothing. No spatial framework within which one could say that there is 
nothing here, even if there were someone to say anything. No temporal reference 
which one might use to measure the time during which there was nothing here. No 
here, no there. No now, no then. No one. Nothing. Nothing farther than the eye can 
see, farther than the mind can think. No thought, no mind, no structures or triangles or 
lines or points. Nothing. Never was. Never will. Not even the faintest possibility of 
the slightest thing. 

I look once more at this strange photograph that is no photograph like I have ever 
seen. I realize that I am looking at perfection. No limitations, no asymmetry, no 
deviations, no impurity, no seam, no change. Nothing to wish for. Nobody to wish. 
Nobody to grant wishes. Perfection. 

Outside this picture (does it really vibrate or is my hand shaking?) I am conscious of 
the passing of time. Moments pass. The photo has a mat surface and no frame. It has 
dimensions. It is 5 by 7 centimeters, by I millimeter. Those are the dimensions that 
may be perceived. There are another five spatial dimensions and three temporal 
dimensions that can only be conceived, just like those paper constructions we used to 
make that could be folded and unfolded continuously into different forms. We would 
write numbers or messages or fortunes on the surfaces that could be discovered one 
by one in constant surprise and automated wisdom. Dimensions are perpendicularities 
in the space-time continuum. Each dimension, except for the singularity, is 
perpendicular to the one before it. We are built to perceive the first three dimensions. 
We barely conceive the fourth in a metaphor of unfolding and hyper-leaps. The fifth 
through eighth dimensions are symmetrically opposite to the first four with left- 
handed universes filled with anti-matter and other quarks of fate. Laws of physics are 
strange in those dimensions (not that we have a clue about laws of physics in our 
own). The ninth is pointal time as we conceive of now. The tenth connects all the 
nows of time past and time to come into a continuous concurrent wander-lust from 
birth to extinction. The eleventh collects all the time lines and ties them together in a 
Gordian knot. 

Between the interstices of the particulate matter that make up the photographic paper 
and dyes is a potency; a potential; a possibility. The possibility is so miniscule and 
remote that it is like the combined voices of all the beings of all the worlds suddenly 
singing the same note at the same time. Slowly the possibility becomes an 
inevitability, ineluctable. There is another possibility and then there is a tension, the 
thinnest wisp of vibration, a narrow bridge of relationship between these two 
possibilities. There is a point, another point, and another point. The points begin to 
swirl. At first they just exchange places with one another, faster and faster, until they 
finally form a continuous buzzing line. The line extends itself forward and backward. 
It shifts left and right, up and down, faster and faster, like a mad baton twirling out of 
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control into a crowd of expectant spectators. A kind of black lightning arches out 
among several points and several branches stretch out. Nodes appear, becoming 
branches, and myriad new nodes-becoming-branches appear and leap out, splitting 
and arching and splitting again, all the while this whole tree-like structure spinning 
around the axis of the main trunk in and out of shadow. The swirling points and nodes 
and branches begin to coalesce into the face of a young man. The face shimmers and 
vibrates like so many shiny black sequins and changes into a woman's face with long 
thick flowing hair. The pattern holds for a moment and then, like a flock of distant 
birds flying suddenly shifts synchronously to another direction, the woman's face 
transforms into the face of a child. The child's face hardens into the face of a young 
man whose configuration is somewhat different from the first face, and then shrivels 
into the face of an old man, finally swirling away like a hubcap rolling off to the side 
of the road from a wrecked automobile. Photons, muons, lambda, and quanta are 
flung out in a whirling acceleration of proto-fury barely containable within an 
infinitesimal wormhole between nothing and nothing. They collide and veer off, 
going forwards and backwards in time, in silent violence, the way a thought is born in 
the tubular cilia of a lone axon. 

Something is about to be born. It may be a universe. It may be a star. It may be an 
embryonic child. I realize that this is a photograph of a child taken the moment before 
he is conceived. It is strange how we are conceived, like so many thoughts, like a 
triangle is conceived rather than perceived. Is this a proof that we are thought before 
we are matter or is this mere sophist word play? At what point do we subtly change 
from thought to matter? What is the nature of that thought? Word or image? Abstract 
or concrete? In the beginning was the word. Deconstruct the word: letter or phoneme. 
Alpha or Omega, or just Ommmmmmm. The Chinese calculate one's birthday from 
the day he was conceived. 


Not yet female. Not yet male. 




Second Photograph 

This photograph is old and worn. There are fold-lines running diagonally across it 
from the lower left corner to the upper right. The photo is composed mostly of 
differing shades of darkness. We are looking into a room. There is a narrow path of 
light running diagonally along the fold of the picture to a wall and then even more 
narrowly up the wall. There is a shadow blocking the perpendicular ascent of light 
against the wall. 

Barely discemable in the center of the room, partially lit by the light invading the 
room from the hall, is the face of a young woman, eighteen or nineteen years old. Her 
hair is long and full, parted in the middle, with strands braided and collected in a knot 
behind her head, in a style that would seem today to be slightly old fashioned. She 
could be considered pretty but not beautiful. Her forehead is wide, her cheek-bones 
are somewhat pronounced, and her eyes wide and cat-like. She appears to be sitting, 
leaning slightly backward, in a wooden rocking chair. Her right arm rests on the 
rounded arm of the wooden rocking chair, softening its hardness. The young woman’s 
face is possessed by a kind of rebellious triumph, having been recently rescued by a 
young man from her parents’ constraining love. She still possesses the innocence of 
youth, the forgivable quality which allows her to make her own mistakes. However 
she is nearly at the end of her age of innocence. The woman (I should call her a girl - 
she is so young from my perspective) wears a starched white blouse with a red floral 
pattern. Her skirts are pleated, the folds spreading out generously. She has wide parted 
lips, showing off her small white teeth. She seems to be singing softly. Her face is 
looking down towards her lap. 

Behind her, invisible in this mostly dark photo except for his pale hand resting on the 
back of the rocking chair, is the young man, not much older than the woman. He 
wears a light-weight grey suit with wide lapels. His collar is starched and his tie is 
knotted in the double-Windsor style. His easy good looks also reflect a certain 
triumph of rebellion, unaware as yet just how Pyrrhic his victory will be. Underneath 
his slightly wolfish smile is also an innocence of youth, but his age of innocence will 
last his entire life. He also makes his mistakes which are all forgivable. He has gone 
against the wishes of his mother and father, dropped out of college, and eloped with 
this young woman. 

Nestled in the crook of her arm, against her breast, is the head of an infant not more 
than a few months old. The infant’s head is bald, possible intimations of some distant 
future configuration. His lips are also parted in a wide toothless smile. The eyes open 
widely, gazing up at the woman’s face. The skin on his arms and legs is chubby and 
dimpled. His small hands are clasped together near his open mouth. His knees are 
drawn up and legs crossed inconsequentially as though they would never support the 
weight of his body. The infant could be considered cute, but no more so than any 
other infant his age, as a matter of fact, just as cute as any creature would need to be 
in order to survive its helpless infancy. That particular survival advantage will not last 
long. The infant is just beginning his age of innocence. It is precisely this feature 
which compels our eyes to dwell on the face of the infant, as we try without ever 
succeeding to analyze and understand its nature, and possibly to remember just when 
and where we lost it. The woman’s other arm rests lightly on the other arm of the 
rocking chair and the long finger nails of her hand spread over the infant’s chest. 
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Underneath her hand is a glass bottle whose rubber nipple has been temporarily 
abandoned as the infant opened his mouth and turned to his mother’s voice. 

The woman, man, and infant seem eternally young in this photo although the 
photograph itself is aged and aging. It is not a picture of Dorian Gray. 

Against the opposite wall is the infant’s white wooden bed. The side gates are as high 
as the head and base-boards, which have cut-outs of small moons and stars. Through 
the dull white wooden bars of the nearer side gate is a small bear made of flannel with 
one eye containing a small point of light. The other eye is either hidden in shadow or 
missing altogether. On the wall over the bed is a window partially covered with 
pleated curtains and billowing gauze. The gauze is arrested while trying to escape 
from the gravitational pull of the wall. The billowing is frozen into the same generous 
flow as the woman's skirts. The glass panes catch a glint of light from the hallway and 
a ghostly reflection of the backs of the man and seated woman. 

There is a tall wooden dresser in the shadow against the wall by the door. A mirror is 
mounted above the dresser. The young woman, man, and infant are reflected darkly in 
the mirror, marred by the gash of light from the hallway. The young man glances at 
the child through the mirror. 

The rocking chair in the photograph does not rock. It is trapped in stasis, mid-motion. 
The song is impossible to hear, no matter how much you strain to listen. The woman’s 
auburn hair is black. This is a black and white still photograph, after all, without a 
sound track. 

Through the gauze curtain a grey shape of the house across the street may barely be 
perceived, and a dim star pricks a small hole through the almost absolute black void 
just above the shingled roof. 

It is ironic to me that I can only see my home at night. 
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Third Photograph 

This photo is mostly black and white, and various shades of grey, but with an odd 
splotch of faded blue, almost as though the photograph had been retouched later by a 
professional and this has been the only color to survive after all these years. 

The scene is obviously in a kitchen. There is a Formica counter on top of cabinets and 
drawers. There are more cabinets and drawers of the same style of carpentry on the 
wall over the counter. In the center of the counter, only the top of the white porcelain 
sink is visible from the perspective of the photographer. To the left and below the 
counter is a baking oven. Just above it and flush with the counter top is a metal 
surface with four iron rings and four dials to the right. There are three pots of varying 
sizes and a skillet on the iron rings. The skillet has a sizzling pat of light butter half 
melted in its center. 

Long shadows and light slant through the billowy curtained window above the sink 
and make a dappled pool on the floor below. The floor is linoleum, black and white 
checkered. Although they are really quite square, the checkers form apparent 
trapezoids and the straight lines their sides make meet at infinity somewhere in the 
middle of the center cabinet just under the counter. It is an unexpected place to find 
infinity. 

Along the wall on the left side of the photo, beside the double light switch, is a glazed 
white ceramic jar with the word "cookies" painted in innocent letters on the side we 
see. Inside the cookie jar are knives, ladles, a spatula, and a rather big flat pancake 
turner. The pancake turner has a long wooden handle and many uses. Unfortunately 
the uses do not include turning pancakes. 

In the background on the right side of the picture a young woman stands facing the 
cabinets on the wall above the counter. A cabinet door is open and there are cardboard 
boxes and tin cans on the shelves inside. The boxes and cans are different shades of 
grey. The woman's dark hair is clasped up off her neck, but a few thin wisps of hair 
escape sideways and downward. The hair is almost black where it is probably damp 
from sweat. The back of her blouse is white, except for the dark area at the small of 
her back where the fabric of the blouse sticks damply to her moist skin. She wears an 
apron that is tied in an uneven bow in the back. Her skirt seems to be dark woolen 
grey. Her legs below the hemline are white as snow all the way down to her bare 
ankles and soles of her feet. Her bare arms are also lovely white but tensed as though 
ready to spring into a handstand on the counter's edge. 

There is an old-fashioned wooden radio on the counter beside a semi-oval 
grandmother clock frozen at four thirty five in the lock-step synchronicity of this 
photograph. The radio and the clock are forever at odds, as the clock produces and 
registers the young woman's boredom and the radio struggles vainly with its twangy 
songs and senseless talk to resist the ennui which issues forth from the clock. She is 
not without the means of expressing herself, however. Though she grew up dirt poor 
among people who had little time or taste for poetry, she had been affected by what 
she read and had written some herself. She longed for something more than what 
others were content to attain. She had escaped, eloped, and come back full circle to 
what she was before. No one appreciated her sensitivities and imaginings. It turned 
her cold when she considered it. 
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Above the grandmother clock the pages of a calendar are taped to the wall. There is a 
photograph or a painting of a farm house in the middle of endless fields of wheat and 
com. There is an old clap-board wagon beside the house. Below the picture is a page 
with numbers inside squares, entitled "June". Every square from one to twenty is 
crossed out with an eye-liner pencil. How provincial Tuesday June 21 1949 sounds 
from the tip of Orion's scabbard, but Star Dates will not be conceived for another 
seventeen years. The calendar also registers the young woman's endless boredom. 

In the foreground on the left side of the photo a small child, toddler actually, is sitting 
on the linoleum floor. The child is probably two years old. He is wearing a one-piece 
corduroy overall with snaps to close his wide shoulder straps and snaps to close the 
inseam of his diaper stuffed pant leggings. Underneath the overall is a light tee-shirt 
with dark and light stains of food and drink. His hair is short wispy brown and matted. 
The expression on his face is serious and concentrated. Already the world begins to 
weigh on his thin shoulders forcing him inward. On the black and white checkered 
floor in front of him is a pale blue plastic railroad train with a pale blue plastic train 
engine, coal cars, and a caboose. The smoke stack of the train engine is a pale blue 
plastic cup probably filled with milk, which the small child lifts to his open lips. The 
coal cars are filled with apple sauce and a small metal spoon leans gently against the 
inner lip of one of the coal cars. Another pale blue plastic coal car is also filled with 
some sort of food. The caboose is just a caboose. The pale blue plastic train wends 
and weaves within the radius of the child's small arms. It is a small world, but it will 
have to do, until the evening when the child's father returns home from work with 
arms big enough to hold a small child. There are big worlds and small worlds, poor 
worlds and rich worlds, but all worlds are infinite in their beholding. 
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Fourth Photograph 

This photo is composed of exaggerated perspectives of fore and background objects 
slightly out of focus and a single middle ground object cluster which is sharply in 
focus. Our eye starts down a wide path from the middle of the foreground at the 
bottom of the photograph narrowing subtly as it progresses upward to the background 
objects in the upper left part of the picture. The path is a driveway, black with tar or 
asphalt. There are bushes on either side of the driveway. A folded newspaper half 
protrudes from the left bush where it has been tossed carelessly. In the right bush, a 
ragged bit of twine has become tangled in the brambles. 

There is a house to the right of the driveway, whose front door appears clear and 
sharp in the center of the photo and whose sides recede into the background at a 
thirty-or-so degree angle. The front and sides of the house are covered with grey 
wooden shingles, some flat and some curling slightly. Some shingles are dry and the 
paint is chipped. Some show speckled evidence of worm holes. Dark green ivy covers 
much of the sides and front of the house, and soothes the eye. There is a single-step 
porch and a dark red door with a slightly arched top to the right and center of the 
photo. There is a window partitioned into four dark clear panes in front between the 
door and the left side of the house. A small foot path of flat slate stepping stones 
merges into the driveway from the base of the porch. 

On the right side of the picture from near the bottom of the photograph to the top and 
beyond is a massive black oak tree that has dappled the foreground with its shadows 
and the details of its dry light brown helicopter seeds. A small squirrel lifts its head, 
the ears tensed up, and looks to the left toward the center of the photograph while 
climbing down the oak tree from a lower limb. At the base of the tree is a small pink 
tricycle whose front wheel and handle bars are turned around, facing backwards. 

At the end of the driveway is a garage with a wide closed door that may be lifted from 
the bottom and moved along two parallel tracks curving gently from vertical to 
horizontal. The details of the garage door are not as clear as those of the front door 
and window of the house, but it is obvious that the garage mimics the form and 
textures of the house in a style that was probably typical of fifties Midwestern 
suburban architecture. On the right side of the garage is a red Huffy bicycle leaning 
against the wall next to a steel alloy garbage can. 

Behind the garage is a stand of eucalyptus trees stretching back to a ravine where a 
small brown log cabin hides. Beyond the cabin up the other side of the ravine another 
stand of eucalyptus begins. 

The cobalt color of the sky seeps into the spaces between the garage, the trees, and the 
house. Some of the spaces bleed lavender. The photographer should have probably 
used a haze filter when he snapped this shot. 

Our eye, however, does not linger more than a fraction of a second on the garage and 
trees but instead returns back down the driveway to a cluster of two figures in sharp 
focus in the center of the photograph. A young man is carrying a small child in his 
arms. On closer inspection, we see that the child is being carried on a folded black 
board. It is, in fact, a Monopoly board. The child is a little girl about three years old, 
wearing dark red pedal pusher pants and a light pink tee-shirt. The short sleeves of the 
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tee-shirt have small frills of lace around them. Her hair is light brown with thick 
bangs covering her forehead above her eyes. The little girl's brown eyes are large and 
round with pain and horror as she appears to look at something we cannot see a few 
feet in front of her, something that should not be there. Her cheeks are stained with 
tears that glisten in the sunlight. Her skin is ashen white. There is something about the 
angle of her neck that is not quite right, although her neck is mostly hidden by her 
damp and stringy hair. The young man's face seems to mirror the horror and pain in 
his little girl's eyes. The beads of sweat on his forehead also glisten in the sun. His 
facial skin and muscles are taut like the facial skin and muscles of an astronaut in a 
space ship impelling itself against earth's jealous gravity, a metaphor that would 
probably raise a few eyebrows for the next seven years. Today the metaphor would 
most likely pass unnoticed. His hands clutch the little girl's limp form to the 
monopoly board in an attempt to keep her small body motionless. We see the sole and 
heel of the young man's left shoe extending toward us and his right knee bent, which 
would only make sense, given the perspective, if he were running or walking rapidly 
toward us. 

Through the dark clear panes of the front window of the house, we can barely discern 
the form of a young boy standing somewhat behind the right window curtain. His 
expression is almost wooden, just like a startled Pinocchio. Behind the young boy in 
the darkness is a black figure in shadow, standing behind an ironing board, one hand 
gripping an iron, the other leaning with her weight on the board, and her face gazing 
through the window toward us. 

Reflected in the dark window panes are the large oak tree, the front yard down to the 
street, a Chevrolet sedan with opened doors, the grey white cement street with its 
patterns of cracks, the yards opposite with their house fronts, and the dark green sky 
beyond. 
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Fifth Photograph 

This photo is in color, lurid color. 

There is a wall, seen through a varnished wooden banister. The wall is papered in a 
floral print that is more felt than remembered. There are clusters of purple and green 
grapes bursting with juices, set among green leafy vines in a two-dimensional 
vineyard. The vineyard is marred by a few scuff marks and one or two places where 
the paper fabric has been torn away from the wall. 

There are two framed pictures on the wall. One is of a red barn beside a farm house to 
the side of a break of eucalyptus trees. There is an old clap-board wagon in the yard 
with no horses to pull it. The second picture is of a matronly old woman, proud jaw 
jut out, and crow's feet at the comers of her eyes. The face of the old woman is severe, 
no nonsense, but a skewed smile just the same. 

On the left side of our photograph, one may discern a door within a non-descript lintel 
and two posts set in the wall. The door is the color of dark mahogany, with a few thin 
stain lines where the color has collected and concentrated. The door possesses four 
rich panels of cheap veneer, two above and two below, painted and varnished to blend 
with the more solid wood of the door. Although blocked from our line of sight, the 
door may be assumed to have the standard accessories, such as a bronze plate, crystal 
door knob, and a key hole. 

While glancing around the picture, our eyes light on the back of a young boy's head, 
probably six or seven, bent slightly toward the midpoint of the left side of the door, 
where the door knob should be. The young boy is what is, in fact, blocking our line of 
sight. The hair on the back of his head is cropped short. He is wearing a dirt smudged 
once white tee shirt and wrinkled blue jeans with a couple baseball cards stuffed 
carelessly in his back pocket, white socks and blue sneakers. The wide short sleeves 
of his tee shirt accentuate the thinness of his arms. There is a beige criss-cross of 
bandages stained with excess iodine on his right elbow, which is crooked back toward 
us so that his right hand rests uneasily on his right hip. His knees are bent slightly, but 
away from us and somewhat asymmetrically. The young boy's entire being seems to 
pour through the door's key hole, as though he were imitating "I'm a Little Tea Pot" 
with his thin little body. 

One of the baseball cards in the young boy's back pocket has a picture of Blue Tooth 
Johnson. Blue Tooth was the name of a Viking king of unusually dark complexion. It 
was also the name of a minor league baseball player. None of his friends were willing 
to trade him for his baseball card, which is why he still had it instead of Babe Ruth or 
Mickey Mantle. It was the name the young boy chose for himself as a nickname 
among the children with whom he played softball in the neighborhood, but the 
favored nickname never caught on and the children continued to call him their 
favored names that made him wince each time. 

Through the key hole, one notices the small brownish red bud set amidst a larger 
brownish red patch on a snow white mound, rising and falling with a solid geometry 
that will never be taught, but certainly will always be appreciated. The eye, after 
drinking its fill, moves on to the other breast, also full and voluptuous and bursting 
with dreamy milk. One arm is raised gracefully above her head, while the other hand 
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dreamily soaps and massages under the raised arm. The auburn hair is clasped up off 
her neck, but a few thin wisps of hair escape sideways and downward. The hair is 
darkened where it is damp from the inadvertent ricochet of water quanta. Her ears are 
exposed and delicate, but not so delicate that she might hear the held breathing of the 
little boy on the other side of the door. There are small beads of moisture on her pale 
forehead from the humid warmth of the water. Her wide-set green eyes are half shut 
and catlike. Her mouth is half open. There is a look of unconscious self-absorption on 
her face. She is taking a bath. 

There is a wash basin with separate hot and cold water faucet handles. Over the wash 
basin is a cabinet with a mirror door. The mirror is misted over, without reflection. 

The small mirror door is slightly open. Inside the cabinet are colognes and sprays, 
tooth brushes and pastes, razor and blades, and all the other evidences of a family life 
together. There is a toilet next to the wash basin. The lid is closed. Light brown hose, 
white under pants and a brassier have been thoughtlessly tossed on top of the closed 
toilet lid. A thick rose and grey striped towel hangs from a wood and bronze hook on 
the wall beside the bath tub. 

The floor is a brown and cream checkered linoleum tile. There is an oval lemon and 
lime colored throw-rug on the floor beside the tub for her to step out onto. On the wall 
opposite the door is a small window, creamy, translucent, but not transparent. There is 
a small copper crank at the base of the window, which is just a bit open, through 
which a sliver of the green woods and blue sky behind the house is barely visible. 

The young boy watches with a love that is half way between infantile and adult. He 
should never have looked through that key hole. Later, in a year or two, when his 
mother leaves him, he will remember this moment in sorrow as the reason for her 
leaving, but of course it is not. 
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Sixth Photograph 

This photograph was taken in low-light conditions. It looks like a living room or a 
salon, as Europeans might call it. The basic composition of the photo is laid out as 
follows: an under-exposed dark vertically oriented rectangular form in the mid-to- 
upper left field, a larger over-exposed bright horizontal rectangle in the mid-to-upper 
center, and a voluminous trapezoidal figure on the right side extended in our direction 
through three dimensions of perspective, smaller at the top growing larger toward the 
bottom of the photo. 

The vertical rectangular form is a red mahogany door slightly arched at the top. The 
horizontal rectangle is a window with four glass panes. The trapezoidal volume is a 
massive dark blue couch with three horizontal seat cushions, three vertical back 
cushions, and two Corinthian style arms, each spiraling inward in an opposite 
direction. In front of the couch is a dark brown mahogany coffee table with a mat 
glass surface and four fluted legs curving to the floor asymptotically. 

Three sets of figures appear to float over the foreground, almost like Chagall's 
Birthday painting, weightless. Closest, but with her back to us, a large dark human 
figure dressed in a starched white uniform looms over the foreground on the right side 
of the photo. The tight short sleeves of her white blouse are rolled up to form a crisp 
ring, one inch wide, around her long cylindrical ebony arms. Her right hand grips the 
thick white handle of a heavy steam iron an inch or so above a white shirt draped over 
the ironing board in front of her. Her left hand stretches taut the seams of the shirt. 

Her apron strings are tied in a perfect bow at the small of her back. Her legs also are 
shaped like long cylinders, strong and thick around the ankles, which are covered and 
yet brought to our attention by the drooping folded-down white socks peeking out of 
her soft-soled white shoes. Her raven colored hair is tightly curled and held against 
her head by loose black netting. She could be sixteen and she could be sixty. It is 
difficult to tell. A no-nonsense kind of love exudes, like a cloud of steam, from the 
crisp warm shirt as she alternates the motions of her hands between smoothing with 
the flat palm of her left hand and ironing with her right. 

A second set of figures float over the center foreground. The figures are a young boy 
about seven years old and a little girl, three, sitting so that their bodies are hunched 
together over a book or board game. The little girl's dimpled chin and baby cheeks are 
turned in our direction. Her brown eyes are intent with spirit as she looks at us. Her 
light brown hair is cut straight across her forehead in bangs. Her mouth is open 
slightly, unselfconscious, her small tongue barely visible behind her milk white teeth. 
At the edges of her mouth a smile is just beginning, as though the photographer had 
whispered "smile" to her precisely at the moment that he snapped the picture. The 
young boy is looking away from us at that moment to the upper left part of the 
photograph. His face is thin and sallow. His two front teeth are disproportionately 
large in his mouth and he has a slight over-bite which causes his chin to recede a bit. 
The boy's dark hair is cut short and burry, a crew-cut without the crew. His eyes are 
dark and spirited, and sunken like pirated treasures. One is conscious of the shape of 
his skull below the surface of his skin. It is almost possible to discern how he will 
look when he becomes old and wizen. 

The third figure floats over the upper left part of the photo. The figure is a young 
woman dressed in a white silk blouse with ruffles in front and a woolen grey skirt. A 


118 



soft wide black leather belt hugs her waist like a child's hungry arms. Her auburn hair 
is clasped up off her neck, every hair in place. The woman is very prim. She wears a 
small but elegant grey hat covering part of her hair and cocked ever so slightly 
forward. Her wide full lips are painted bright red, the same shade in which the nails of 
her hand are lacquered. Her lips press against each other as she does when she blots 
the excess color from her lips to a folded tissue. The young woman carries a light 
brown suitcase in her left hand, a small impractical black patent purse with a long 
strap hanging from her left shoulder, and rests the long fingers of her right hand on 
the brass knob of the red mahogany door. The look in her brown eyes is diverted 
toward somewhere else, possibly on the other side of the door. 

The maid has been with this family since she was sixteen years old. She bites her 
tongue in a silence that wants to say more but knows not to. The two children will 
have the surprise of their barely begun lives in store for them. Two separate branches 
split off the trunk of the multi-world tree, two time lines flow their separate ways. 

The large window to the right of the door is bright with sunny daylight playing hide- 
and-seek behind the big oak tree in the yard outside. A yellow taxi cab with its right 
rear door open widely waits on the street by the sidewalk, puffing white smoke 
contemplatively from its exhaust pipe into the cloudless sky. 

There is an as yet unproven but popular theory that everyone in the world is 
connected to everyone else in the world through a chain of five or fewer 
intermediaries. It has been called six degrees of separation. It generates in us feelings 
of hope and blessedness for mankind. Unfortunately, some of us wish for even more 
degrees of separation and some of us wish for even more than only this world. 
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Seventh Photograph 

This photograph is full of the rural colors of childhood. The colors have no names for 
themselves but still they are primary in the sense that they are the first colors that a 
child experiences intensely, the colors that engender in him smells and feelings that 
will be locked away in inaccessible memories until or unless some special experience 
unlocks them, so that they overflow all that he thought he knew. The colors have no 
names but they may be described, as they are in this photograph. There is the 
dominating color of sunlight that drenches the dust bedeviled back yard and infuses 
all the other colors with its crackling dryness. There is the color of the dark brown 
rickety clapboard house overlooking the back yard, the large brown barn across the 
yard with its big doors thrown wide open so that the hay scattered thickly inside is 
darkly visible, the small brown abandoned doghouse made from spare lumber that 
was probably once yellow or white, and the dusty brown chickens staring to the side 
with their harping critical brown-eyed looks. There is the color of the rust red-grey 
bam roof that reaches up so high and slopes down so low, almost to the closed slatted 
peeling red doors of the storm cellar, the rust red-brown kerosene tank next to the 
house below the open kitchen window, oblong and cylindrical on msted metal legs, 
and the mst red-black pickup truck with wide fenders and crenellated mnning board 
propped up on chipped and pocked rust grey cinder blocks behind the barn. Beyond 
the pickup tmck are three large nondescript piles of black coal. 

We see a little girl, about four years old, sitting on the brown wooden steps of a small 
porch outside the kitchen in the back of the brown clapboard house. She wears her 
light brown hair in bangs and unbraided pigtails. The girl also wears a light yellow 
tee-shirt, red shorts, and small red Keds sneakers. Her knees are gathered together 
almost to her chin by her dimpled arms, as she looks somberly toward the middle of 
the dusty backyard, where a young boy of eight or so stands strangely, leaning over to 
one side with both hands holding something delicately on his left shoulder. He is 
wearing dark blue jean bib overalls without a tee-shirt, so that we can see his ribs in 
the shadow of his thin tanned arms. He wears scuffed blue Keds sneakers without any 
socks. Perhaps he is imitating a teapot with his skinny awkward body. Maybe he is 
trying to place a small parakeet on his shoulder and is afraid that the bird will fly 
away. No, on closer inspection we see the boy is holding a jack knife to his shoulder 
with the tip of the blade balanced delicately on the tip of the inverted thumb of his left 
hand and the jack knife handle held lightly between the thumb and forefinger of his 
right hand. The boy is playing a solitary version of Mumbly Peg. He still has his chin, 
nose, ears, and forehead to go. His lips part slightly presenting us with two rather 
disproportionately large white front teeth. Behind the screen door a young man stands 
in grey shadow. His wolfish smile is long gone. His brown-green eyes watch over the 
two children. 

Beyond the large brown barn are fields of dry yellow wheat frozen in a solid wave 
under the harsh light and camera shutter. At regular intervals that could make a whale 
weep with envy if we could only speed them up are cubed bales of dry yellow-brown 
and yellow-gold hay. The sharpened iron tines of a sinister looking brown wooden 
pitch fork are sunk deep into one of the bales of hay. 

From the back yard wending around the left side of the house is a long dusty mtted 
gravel driveway, narrowing slightly as it inches away from us, until it disappears 
entirely at the old grey mailbox with its small red tin flag standing still in the breeze. 
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like a flag on the moon. A county road with only a number for its name collects into 
its tar-black heart the dry waves of heat from the long driveway and carries them 
away to the shimmering mirages in the distance. Across the country road, a rust 
brown railroad track runs parallel from nowhere to nowhere. From the growth of 
dusty weeds establishing their territorial imperative between the rails, it is clear that 
nothing has run over these tracks for a long time. Standing tall and lonely between the 
road and the rails are the brown telephone poles with only thin worn and heavy black 
and bandaged wires to connect them to each other, in silent contemplation of their 
signal thoughts and their signal memories. 

Up the road a ways is a similar house and barn with dusty yard and fenced-in fields, 
another, and another, a pattern which replicates itself over and over, worlds without 
end, in this southern rural summer heat. 

On the low lying green hills nearby, behind the house and barn, are white and red wild 
plum and green-leafed blackhaw trees standing out amidst the dense dry blackberry 
and raspberry shrub. The foot of the hills is covered with native Indian grass and 
green alfalfa and a cool green creek runs through the fields on its way down to the 
wide brown river. Black and yellow bees guard the blackberry and raspberry shrubs 
while the dusty green-brown grasshoppers observe the scenery in silence. Beyond the 
low lying hills, in the distance, are larger rolling hills with shady stands of tall peeling 
shagbark hickory, grey beech, and gnarled wild oak. On the distant ridge the dense 
green dogwood and purple blooded elderberry shrub hide the sleeping whippoorwill 
that waits for night to sing its baleful song. 

The pale blue sky above the distant hills is full of softly bloated clouds like Aeolian 
sacks of wind waiting to take us home to some unremembered Ithaca. 
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Eighth Photograph 

The eighth photograph has the embossed gold-leaf look of a religious icon, the kind 
that the Greek islanders put up every fifty meters or so along their treacherously steep 
mountain roads to commemorate their saints and their demons and to protect 
themselves from otherwise certain death as tenuous dirt and rocks give way beneath 
one or two wheels of their dilapidated vehicles. Only the dark lugubrious coloring of 
the photo bears any similarity to an icon, but not the subjects, for there are neither 
circular golden halos around any heads nor thickly dripping purple-red wounds with 
half-buried spears growing out of them. 

In the center of the photograph, an older woman sits on a tall narrow-backed chair of 
scrolled cream-colored worm-holed wood, Corinthian style, with dark red velvet 
cushions on the back and seat of the chair. She has a somewhat regal face, the skin 
pulled down by the gravity of her long years. Her hair is a rich deep black with an 
almost blue sheen to it. Her ear lobes are long and languid like the ear lobes of a great 
stone Buddha one sometimes meets on the way to enlightenment. The woman wears a 
white satin slip, mostly hidden under her wine-colored velvet bath robe, and the ends 
of the velvet belt are tied together loosely, almost carelessly. 

To the right, behind the chair is a tapestried wall striped with wide vertical bars of 
fuzzy velvet the color of red wine, so rich to the eye’s gaze that one's fingertips ache 
and tingle to touch it. The depth and texture of this photographic surface is both 
suggestive and deceptive at one and the same time, like the makeup of a harlot or a 
clown. 

Lower down in the photo and a little to the right, there is a table by the wall 
underneath a gauze curtain wafting in front of a small pewter-webbed window. A 
silver samovar with fluted ear-shaped handles sits on the table underneath the 
window. There is an old-fashioned brass spigot for releasing and stopping the arching 
flow of scalding brown tea. Delicate bone china tea cups with glazed lavender grapes 
and rose leaves, inside and outside the cups, cluster together on a small silver tray 
next to the samovar. 

The wall also arches almost up to the ceiling and back down to the other side of the 
room where an upright piano stands against the wall. The light and dark keys lay 
silent, waiting for the touch of human hands to make them live. At the time this 
picture was taken, back in ’56, those keys were still alive. 

Behind the archway, two steps lead to a landing and a stairway going up to a second 
floor where, just around the comer, is a door behind which another set of stairs leads 
up to a third floor, a magical place where the maids used to live. There, in the middle 
of the floor, is a foot locker like sailors used to keep the shrunken heads they collected 
from Borneo and the daggers from Algiers or Benghazi. In that foot locker are 
precious things like a bundle of letters written by the young man with the wolfish 
smile to another young girl, when being a father was as yet unthinkable for him. 

Our eyes return to the center of the picture where a young boy (must be around nine 
years old) kneels against the elder woman's knees, his face grimy with sweat, buried 
in her lap, barely visible through his thin hunkering arms, which are wrapped around 
her waist. He is wearing faded blue jeans, thread bare about the knees, and a grape 
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popsicle-stained tee shirt. His blue Keds sneakers and the cuffs of his jeans expose his 
thin legs and ankles. Fear glistens in his red eye, which is turned our way and drains 
the dark blood like a large invisible leech from his pale face. 

It is the end of the day, when the golden sunlight streams through an open window 
that is tall and narrow with many panes, in the upper left portion of the photo. 

Through the window, if we look carefully, we may see a dark background of rolling 
meadow with four horses standing starkly on a distant hill top; one horse white like a 
cloud, another red as blood, the third one black as night, and the forth as pale as death. 
The first three horses have riders whose faces are hidden in shadow. On the back of 
the fourth horse sits a heavy-set old lady, with hair that is brittle grey like a whirl¬ 
wind of spun spider webs, pointing with the stubby index finger at the end of her 
flabby arm to the sky. In her other hand she holds a small ceramic bowl of holy water 
which two unbaptized children stand at the side of her steed and drink. It is blood- 
orange, this sky, darkened by countless naked ghost-grey figures, faceless and sexless, 
without any humanity, withering away towards a swirling yellow rupture in the 
heavens. It is the end of days. 

It appears to us that the young boy is trying to avert his eyes from this blood-orange 
sky to keep from withering away himself like all the others, the believers who are 
being rewarded or the unbelievers who are being punished. The old woman is raising 
her delicately marble-veined hand slightly above the young boy’s closely cropped 
head and seems to be whispering hushing sounds. Obviously it is only a visual 
impression, since no sounds but the faint humming in one’s mind issue forth from this 
icon. 

In the photograph, if you look closely at the woman, you can see her looking along 
the young boy’s line of sight, through the tall narrow window panes, but seeing only 
the big grey shingled house across the asphalt street. Behind the middle window on 
the third floor of that house, just under the gabled roof, stands another young boy 
looking out. He is also nine years old. 
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A Journal of My First Experiences in the Israeli Army 

By Mike Stone 
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Basic Training: 13 June to 7 July 1983 

Monday, 13 June 1983 

The bus took us from Tel HaShomer to the induction 
center. There we received our yellow cards, were 
photographed (front and profile), had our mouths xrayed 
(deep throat), were vaccinated (both arms), issued 
uniforms, fed, and got dental checkups. We waited around 
for several hours until we were told to board a bus. 
Nobody knew where we would be sent. On the way, it became 
apparent that we were going to Beer Sheva. We arrived at 
our base after dark, stowed our baggage in one tent, and 
went to the mess hall. On the way, a red haired kid asked 
us whether we felt we were on a holiday or the Exodus 
from Egypt. Somebody answered that it felt more like a 
holiday, so far. The Gingie ("red head" in Hebrew, 
pronounced "Jinjie") swore he would make sure it would be 
no holiday for us. I was stuck on KP duty with Barry, a 
vegetarian Goliath from South Africa. We finished around 
9 p.m. and rejoined our group to get our duffle bags, 
mattresses, and sleeping bags. We had to carry it all 
back to our tents. After we set up our living quarters, 
we stood formation and met our drill sergeants. That 
night I slept poorly - not more than a couple hours. 

Tuesday, 14 June 1983 

We got up at 5:15 a.m. to make formation at 5:30. We had 
to shine our boots and shave (except for those of us who 
had beards) before the breakfast formation at 6:25, and 
we had to be dressed in full battle gear for the 7:30 
formation ("mishtar hashkama"). Today we received M-16 
rifles. In military life the M-16 is our wife as it was 
in the US Army. 

Thursday, 16 June 1983 

We had evening exercises with Riki, a robust and not 
entirely unattractive young girl. We ran after her to the 
Eilat - Beer Sheva road and back, did sit-ups and push¬ 
ups, and ran relay races. I fell in one of the races and 
cut my right hand pretty badly. I had to wear a bandage 
for the following week. No KP. 
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Israeli Army Life: 

People in my tent: 

• Meir - US 

• Freddy - Russian 

• Marian - Russian 

• Gerald - South African (sleeps in pajamas) 

• Michael T. - South African 

• Gavid - Iran 

• Gabi - Iran 

• Me 

Other memorable people: 

• Giora (Elephant) - Rumania 

• Alex - Rumania 

• Andy - US 

• Roberto - Argentina 

• Barry - South Africa 

• Baruch - Britain 

• Michael S. - US 

• Moti - Odessa 

• Harris - US 

• Kenny - US 

• Gingie - Somalia (not really "red-headed") 

• Sidney - India 

• Hajaj - Morocco 

• Papa - Greece and Alexandria 

• Ben Shalosh - North Africa 

• Israel - Argentina 

Things I took with me: 

• Back pack 

• Underwear and cotton socks 

• Shoe shine kit 

• Soap, shampoo, tooth brush, tooth paste, baby powder, skin 
cream, mirror, aspirin, sewing kit, wet naps, and tissue 

• Rope, clothes pins, laundry soap 

• Flash light 

• Thongs (I think they're called "flip-flops" elsewhere) 

• Radio 

• Stationary and envelopes 

• Diary and two books 

• Insect repellant 

• Swiss army knife 

• Two locks 

• Shorts 

• Money 
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Friday, 17 June 1983 

I am stuck on base over the week-end. We drew lots to see 
which of us would get a pass. I lost and so did 17 
others. 

Tuesday, 21 June 1983 

We were bussed to some base near Lod for two days of 
participation in an officer training session. We had to 
dress up like Syrian commandos and take up positions in 
the hills so that the officer candidates could try to 
spot us from a distant hill. I carried a kalachnikov (a 
Soviet rifle) with Arab and Russian markings. It had been 
captured during one of the previous wars. The Galil (an 
Israeli rifle) is based on the kalchnikov. Our group was 
in a forward position. I had to run to the road to lay a 
"mine", actually a decent-sized rock. I wonder whether 
they spotted us. The colonel in charge of the exercise 
said it was a success. The day was exceedingly hot and I 
could feel my brains boiling under my steel piss-pot. The 
colonel held us over, between the morning rehearsal and 
"the real thing", to organize an exhibit of our captured 
weapons and uniforms after the exercise. We drove back to 
the mess-hall, a pretty hungry bus load. Some rasal 
(sergeant major) told us we had arrived too late for 
lunch and would not be served. We sat on the bus a half 
hour and our moods turned from irony to mutiny. Shaul, 
our captain, argued with the rasal, but to no avail. 
Finally he ordered the strongest among us to enter the 
kitchen by force and take all the food we could. We 
filled our stomachs and left, early that evening. 

On the way back to our base, we stopped in Beer Sheva for 
ice cream. It was the most heavenly ice cream I ever ate. 
It was also the first time the army had shown a human 
face. This small gesture won our loyalty for Shaul and 
Yoram, one of our drill sergeants. 

Thursday, 23 June 1983 

We went into Beer Sheva again, in the evening, just to 
walk around. I got back to the base an hour and a half 
late for my guard duty, but Alex filled in for me. Beer 
Sheva was definitely not worth jeopardizing my week-end 
pass. 

Just before we went into town that evening, an officer 
came to interview us regarding what we wanted to do in 
the army after basic training. I said I would be 
interested in communications. I thought I would be fixing 
broken radios and things like that. It sure beat guard 
duty. Little did I know. 

Friday, 24 June 1983 
Week-end pass: short and sweet. 
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Sunday, 26 June 1983 

I left home early Sunday morning, dressed in my uniform 
and carrying my M-16 loosely from my shoulder. On the way 
to the bus stop, I passed an Arab gardener in our 
neighborhood. He had seen me many times before, but never 
in uniform. We had always exchanged pleasantries. 
"Manishma?" ("How are you?"). "Manishma" back to him. "Be 
healthy," he said to me. I wonder whether it was said in 
irony, while thinking of his young son. I think of mine. 

I returned to the base around 11:30 a.m. and learned to 
take apart a Galil. 

Monday, 21 June 1983 

While waiting for the commander to come and lecture us on 
grenades, one of the soldiers in my group gave an 
extemporaneous talk on genetic engineering, his civilian 
work. Then we learned the theory of grenade throwing. No 
lobbing. I flashed back to my days in the US Army when I 
really screwed that part up. 

Tuesday, 28 June 1983 

I fired the Galil. We were supposed to fire the Uzi and 
throw some inert grenades today, but that did not come to 
pass. Those who performed well with the M-16 and the 
Galil said they scarcely hit anything with the Uzi. 

I became sick with stomach pains and nausea. I skipped 
lunch completely and ate only a plum for supper. It was a 
day of fasting for the religiously observant, from sun-up 
to sun-down, but also for the sick. Sartre would have 
been proud of me. 

Wednesday, 29 June 1983 

I relaxed in bed all day and felt kind of guilty about 
being sick. By evening I felt ok and was able to eat 
supper. Afterwards I did guard duty. Yoram walked up the 
road towards the gate with a pretty girl soldier at his 
side. I said "good evening" and he asked me how I felt. 
When I finished my duty I called Talma. It was good to 
hear her voice. She sounded so close, as though she were 
in the next room. 

Thursday, 30 June 1983 

This morning on the way to breakfast, Yoram leaned out of 
his doorway and asked me to bring him a sandwich, yogurt, 
and a canteen filled with tea. I heard a girl's laugh 
behind him so I brought two sandwiches and two yogurts. 

At 5:15 p.m. Shaul organized those of us who had only had 
one weekend at home and issued us passes. The truck 
waited for us. The only thing lacking was permission from 
the Tel Aviv command for us to leave the base. At 8:00 
p.m. we were turned down. 
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Friday, 1 July 1983 

We waited until 8 a.m. for the elusive permit to leave 
the base, which never came. Neither did any of our 
commanders. Elephant, our group leader and also a trainee 
like us, told us to leave one by one. It was a command I 
should have followed with only gladness in my heart; 
instead, there was uneasiness. Even that passed, by the 
time I arrived home. "Papa" had to stay on base and asked 
me to call his kibbutz and leave a message for his wife: 

"I miss you and love you, and I'll miss you for Shabbat 
("Sabbath")". Papa, Yitzhak, is a strange guy. He cannot 
(or will not) speak a word of Hebrew, even though he 
wears a kippa (skull cap) and talit (prayer shawl). He 
was born in Alexandria, raised in Greece, and speaks 
French and English fluently. 

Sunday, 3 July 1983 

I caught an army bus, on its way to Mitzpeh Ramon, back 
to my base. The bus that was supposed to pick us up at 
the North Tel Aviv train station never showed up. No 
mention was made of our leaving base without permission 
from Tel Aviv. 

Monday, 4 July 1983 

Today was not too exciting; just a lot of work: guard 
duty from 4:00 a.m to 7 a.m. and from 9 to 11. After 
lunch we were ordered to the chapel for afternoon 
services and a lecture on moral introspection. I 
understood nothing of the service^ but the lecture went at 
my speed. Afterwards I had kitchen duty from 1:30 p.m. to 
9:00. 


^ My Hebrew was pretty basic back in 1983. 
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Tuesday, 5 July 1983 

At breakfast Sidney read the names, which he had copied 
into English, of those of us who had been accepted for 
the communications course. I felt a bit surprised and 
disappointed when my name was not called, but I figured 
it was all for the best. Later in the morning. Elephant 
saw me and told me that I was on the Hebrew list of those 
to go, after all. Now our commanders are attempting to 
compress the remaining training into the next day and a 
half. We learned drill and marching, fired the Uzi and 
the "mag" (machine gun), and threw hand grenades. 

In the Negev desert, a couple hours before sunrise, the 
fog rolls in so thick with dew that you can hear the 
plop-plop of heavy dew drops from the tree branches and 
roof eaves. If you stand under the tree with your mouth 
wide open, you will catch their taste on your tongue. It 
is ironic that most people stand under trees to escape 
the rain; not in the desert. 

Wednesday, 6 July 1983 

We turned in most of our gear today. After lunch we were 
given gamma globulin shots in the buttocks, to prevent 
hepatitis. In the evening we participated in the 
traditional swearing-in ceremony at the end of basic 
training. We marched 2.5 kilometers and carried two of 
the fattest soldiers in our plugah (company) on 
stretchers. When we arrived at the site of our swearing- 
in, impressively outlined in fiery torches, we handed our 
rifles to our commander. We were formed around the 
commander in a Het (a Hebrew letter: n) and shouted in 
unison "ani nishbah" ("I swear...") . The very religious 
soldiers, who are forbidden from swearing before anyone 
but God, said instead "ani matziah" ("I propose...") . The 
commander gave us back our rifles and a Bible. A bus 
brought us back to the base, where we had a party to 
celebrate the last day. Victor played an accordion and 
some of the guys persuaded girl-soldiers, who just 
happened to be walking nearby, onto the dance floor. We 
joked around and played games. Our commanders also 
participated in our party and were so relaxed and 
friendly that it was difficult to recognize them. I 
pulled guard duty after the party from 1:00 a.m. to 4:00. 

Thursday, 7 July 1983 

We turned in the remainder of our equipment, which we had 
received the first night we arrived, so long ago. We were 
processed out of basic training and into the 
communications course by two officers from our next base 
near Tzrifin. We exchanged warm good-byes and boarded 
busses for home. Most of the guys who did not make the 
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course were sent down the road to an artillery course. I 
felt very lucky to avoid that. 


Communications Course: July 10 - 22, 1983 

Friday, 22 July 1983^ 

I finished my course on being a telephone lineman. It was 
fairly uneventful, except for the comical relief of Eli 
Aleli, Roberto, and the tragicomic outbursts from Nothin. 
I passed my final examination. Today I was assigned to 
the Central Command in Jerusalem. It sounded like a safe 
distance from Lebanon. 

Sunday, 24 July 1983 

We showed up in Tzrifin to be bussed up to Tzfat (Safed). 
On the way we stopped at Roberto's kibbutz, Mishmar 
HaSharon, to eat lunch. I ate a gulash of hearts and 
kidneys. I could not tell which was which and anyway it 
all tasted a bit like liver. We continued on our odyssey. 
At one point our bus driver took a wrong turn towards 
Tulkarm, an Arab-Israeli town. We arrived at the Tzfat 
base, where we were sent into town to stay overnight at a 
hotel. The hotel owner removed his towels and linens 
before we came. Barry guided us through the old Jewish 
quarter and the artist quarter. We visited a 500-year old 
Sephardic synagogue and were treated to an interesting 
lecture by the ancient gabai. 

Monday, 25 July 1983 

I was assigned to a battalion in Aley Lebanon until the 
of August. We were divided into three groups to be 
dispersed in Lebanon, except for Nothin. He was assigned 
to the Golan, within Israeli borders, probably because he 
made such a fuss about being an only son and not wanting 
to go to a combat zone. I do not believe any of us, 
except for Roberto, wanted to go to Lebanon, but we kept 
our feelings inside. They say that the landscape is 
beautiful in Lebanon. We climbed into the bus and drove 
down from Tzfat. We dropped off some girl-soldiers in 
Tiberius and continued on to Haifa to receive our duffle 
bags and rifles. We will sleep overnight on the grass in 
our sleeping bags. In the remaining light I have time to 
be alone with my thoughts. I do not know what will be. I 
am quietly apprehensive, but not yet afraid. I will deal 
with that later. I do not want my sons to go through what 


^ There was nothing of journalistic interest during the course. I learned a lot about military field 
telephone equipment but nothing more than that. That is why the first entry in this chapter starts 
with the end of the course. 
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I am going through^. I feel sorry for Talma, who must be 
far more anxious than I. I look around me. Eli, always 
the funny one, has not told a single joke since we got on 
the bus this morning. 


Lebanon: 26 July - 4 August 1983 

Tuesday, 26 July 1983 

Last night I heard that Aley is in the Shouf mountains 
where the Druse and Christians are constantly shooting at 
each other with the Israelis playing monkey in the 
middle. Moshe came back from the Shouf visibly shaken; 
shelling every night - impossible to sleep. But why write 
about it now, when I still know nothing about it? Soon 
I'll be able to experience it for myself in the first 
person singular. People around me are starting to wake up 
after sleeping the night on the grass of the Haifa camp. 
Some are still sprawled on the ground, not having been 
bothered about the amenities of a sleeping bag stuffed in 
the bottom of their duffle bags. I had lain my sleeping 
bag over five duffle bags rolled together like a motel 
water-bed caught in mid-wave. Those who are up look 
around at the others, many of whom they had never seen 
before yesterday afternoon. They are sizing up the people 
around them. Will this one crack up? Will I be able to 
depend on him? This one looks like a sissy. Why is he 
smiling in his sleep? Probably someone is also looking at 
me and wondering what I am writing and what kind of 
person keeps a journal. Will he break? My God, I honestly 
don't know. 

I woke up this morning with the warm sunlight on my 
eyelids around 4:30 a.m. I showered and began the 
characteristic military behavior of waiting around. At 
8:00 a.m. we left the base by bus and drove to a target 
range north of Akko (Acre) to check our rifles. I emptied 
a magazine in the general direction of the target. Then 
we drove to the Haifa airport to wait for our flight to 
Lebanon. Around noon we were bussed to Kibbutz Usha near 
Kiryat Ata for a very nice lunch. Afterwards we returned 
to the airport to wait. We finally took off in a C-130 
prop at about 4 p.m. and landed in Damour at 4:30. As we 
ran out of the back of the plane the heat around the 
propellers scorched my skin and eyes. We road in a convoy 
of "safaris" (2.5 ton trucks - I think we called then 
duce-and-a-halfs in the US Army) to Aley arriving just 
before 7:00 p.m. On the way we saw Lebanese soldiers and 
a Phalange base. As we made the final turn up the winding 
road between Beirut and Damascus into the Israeli 


^ My middle son, Ari, did time in Lebanon as a tank driver and my youngest son, Ayal, was an officer in 
the Combat Engineering corps in the territories. So much for a parent's wishes... 
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encampment, the guy sitting next to me said we were home 
now and we didn't have to be afraid anymore. His name was 
Shalom and he had been here four times already. I guess I 
had been too dumb to be afraid along the way. We will be 
eating and sleeping overnight at an impressive villa 
taken over by the Israelis for headquarters. 

Wednesday, 21 July 1983 

I am writing this entry in the remaining light. Today was 
a day of getting to know our surroundings, getting used 
to things, and getting acquainted with people. Nothing 
much happened, thank God. We were assigned our rooms. I 
am next to a window with a beautiful view of Beirut and 
the surrounding mountains. I sat at the telephone 
switchboard awhile, watching the talking spaghetti. I 
went to the "sometimes" kiosk just outside the gate to 
get a Pepsi. Luckily, somebody who spoke both Hebrew and 
Arabic was there to translate. The price in shekels (the 
owner accepted Israeli money) was cheaper than at an 
Israeli PX. The area around our camp is totally Druse. 
Yesterday evening a Druse came up our steps to talk to 
us. He told us about the former owner of our villa, a 
Kuwaiti prince. Unfortunately, the Druse fellow only 
spoke Arabic. He was a funny character dressed in white, 
the loose pants with a low crotch, and a hat which was a 
cross between a skull cap and a fez. 

Thursday, 28 July 1983 

So far, today has also been rather uneventful. Several 
people left for a weekend at home. I called Talma. We 
heard some katyushas fired down the mountains. The day 
has been a bit cloudy and pretty cool temperature-wise. I 
worked on the switchboard alone for the first time. It's 
not so difficult but there is a lot of pressure. In 
another two hours I will have guard duty on the mag 
(machine gun). It is true that one becomes acclimated to 
any situation, even on the Shouf mountains. My existence 
here is surreal. One can live under tension only so long 
and then the tension disperses. Sitting on the over¬ 
staffed easy chair behind the mag, I watch a young 
shepherd boy climb up a tree to pull down pine sprigs for 
his sheep to eat. He could have been an enemy for all his 
suspicious behavior; he could have been my son. The 
sunset spilled a golden path over the waters igniting 
Beirut in a soft glow. 

Friday, 29 July 1983 

Boredom sets in. Soldiers look for any way to kill time. 
Boredom is the flip-side of anxiety. I heard that this 
villa had been taken over by the PLO before we got it. 
Many of their victims are buried in the grounds here. In 
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the morning it was sunny and hot. Now in the afternoon 
the clouds roll in low and it is a bit cool. 

We are forbidden from sitting at any of the kiosks near 
our encampment or talking to any of the local people. We 
are allowed to buy what we want (Soap, soft drinks, etc.) 
quickly and get the hell out of there. Obviously it is 
hard to formulate any accurate impression of these people 
- all Druse on our part of the mountain at least. What I 
can say is that they seem quite indifferent to us. Young 
children walk under my gun emplacement on their way to 
school, sachels and cream-blue jackets, without looking 
up. Just down the hill, a girl and her younger brothers 
are throwing pine cones and washing laundry with a water 
hose. Smiles for each other, absorbed in their play, and 
oblivious to me. They just don't seem to care that we are 
here or maybe they feel secure. 

The villa we occupy has three floors and a flat roof for 
sunning and taking in the view of Beirut and the sea. 
There are lots of rooms, each with its own toilet and 
bath facilities, although most of them don't work 
properly. We have a corner room on the third floor with a 
tall ceiling and a magnificent view through the trees and 
down the mountain. One is impressed, not so much by what 
the villa is today, but what it once was: columns and 
porticos. Today it is filthy and run-down. Garbage piles 
up and overflows down the steps. The stench from the 
bathroom persuades us to keep its door closed. The walls 
and ceiling are peeling and covered with graffiti and 
sexy pictures. In another six weeks we will pull back to 
the Alwali River. I wonder who will take over our 
quarters? Druse, Christians, PLO, or Syrians - certainly 
not the Lebanese army or the Americans. Blood will fill 
the vacuum which we will leave. I think of those children 
I watched this afternoon and wonder whether they will 
also be indifferent to the new occupation army or whether 
they will survive at all. 

Saturday, 30 July 1983 

How easy boredom dissipates and fear becomes naked. Last 
night we were placed on high alert as the Syrians had 
begun shelling Israeli positions along the front. Our 
villa is about two miles from the Syrian army. We were 
told to sleep with our protective vests, steel helmets, 
and ammo pouches beside us. I was able to sleep, in spite 
of the heavy shelling during the night, and woke up in 
the morning. Today there was some light arms fire down 
the hill, a few canons talking to each other. Some 
children waved to me and smiled big smiles. 
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Sunday, 31 July 1983 

Today I went on escort duty to help provide fire cover 
and protection for the regular army linesmen while they 
searched for the source of a problem on a phone line near 
the Israeli-Syrian cease-fire line. I could see the 
Syrian-occupied villas across the valley on the other 
side of the Beirut River. Our forward position didn't 
look very impressive, but if it impressed the Syrians it 
was good enough for me. After awhile it became clear that 
the search for the problem would take too long, so the 
regulars decided to lay down new line instead. On the way 
back, a long cavalcade of local cars passed us and turned 
sharply up the hill. The cars were covered with flowers 
and honking constantly. Fifteen minutes later, we heard 
shots very close to us. I jumped for cover and took up 
position with my rifle pointing in the direction of the 
fired shots. The regulars had a good laugh at my expense. 
"They're shooting! They're shooting!" they shouted and 
laughed. Later I read that it is customary at Lebanese 
weddings to fire their weapons into the air. 

Monday, 1 August 1983 

We started a six-man chess tournament among the linesmen 
today. I traced a map of Beirut and our area in Lebanon 
in order to orient myself. Tonight Hanan Yuval came to 
our compound to sing for us. It was very nice. Three kids 
who belonged to the kiosk owner were standing near the 
improvised stage listening. One of the children asked a 
soldier who happened to be standing beside him whether 
they might be permitted to sit on one of the benches 
among the soldiers. The soldier nodded yes. Another 
soldier lifted the smallest of the children onto his lap. 
Later on, one of the older kids ran back to the kiosk and 
brought back pita-bread and Pepsi for some of the 
soldiers. 

Tuesday, 2 August 1983 

At breakfast I sat at a table between two reservists. 

Each one silently reached over my plate to get the salt 
or the tomatoes, never asking for the object of desire. I 
noticed the guy to my left take bread and look over at 
the margarine to my right, so I handed it to him quickly. 
To my surprise and consternation when he finished 
spreading the margarine he reached back over my plate to 
return it to its former place, his hand carelessly 
grazing the food on my plate. 

I heard in the morning that the Phalangists are 
infiltrating our area in preparation for our departure. 
Today one of the soldiers in our area was wounded by 
Syrian shelling. We went to sleep on high alert tonight. 
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Wednesday, 3 August 1983 

We received a debriefing from our commanding officer. 
Barring a real state of emergency, we should be homeward 
bound tomorrow. The Aley Linesmen Chess Championship 
ended in the following order: Alex, Vio, me, Roberto, 
Steve, and Natan. I made a gold cup out of an empty 
Lebanese pineapple juice can. The CO told us that our 
homebound odyssey will be an exact reverse of our Aley- 
bound odyssey. 

Thursday, 4 August 1983 

A little after nine in the morning, my group left Aley on 
the convoy for Damour. We turned slowly onto the twisting 
shell-pocked Beirut-Damascus road. At every point at 
which the road curved, an Israeli tank stood guard. Other 
than one explosion along the way, the trip was uneventful 
although silently tense. I was smart enough to be afraid 
this time. We rode around the outskirts of Beirut to the 
south. As we were passing the Beirut International 
Airport, I saw an American flag and the US Marine 
barricades across the long field. A strange feeling came 
over me. I wanted to stand up and shout across the field, 
in my most exaggerated American accent, "Hey! It's me, a 
fellow American!" but they were too far away to hear and 
probably were watching our convoy with a mixture of 
suspicion and indifference. This was where the US Marine 
captain had run across the railroad tracks and single- 
handedly, with only his service pistol, stopped three 
Israeli tanks on patrol. I tried to look as tough as I 
could until we arrived at Damour for the benefit of the 
locals who were watching us, but if someone waved, I 
always smiled and waved back. We were on the fifth flight 
out of Damour, on a Hercules again. This time I unrolled 
my sleeves and put on glasses to protect my skin and eyes 
from the super-heated air at the rear of the plane. A 
half hour later we landed in Haifa and some kind people 
handed us popsicles as we passed through the gates. I 
changed my filthy sweaty uniform on the bus going back to 
the base in Haifa. After turning in our rifles and 
equipment we each boarded busses, our separate ways, 
home. 

Friday, 5 August 1983 

We had to return to Tzrifin to be released from reserve 
duty. We received certificates for National Insurance and 
were paid one shekel for each day of service. I donated 
my shekels to the army fund. 

Saturday, 13 August 1983 

My father-in-law held a Kiddush (a meal after prayer 
services) in honor of my safe return from Lebanon. The 
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rabbi recited a prayer thanking God for my safe return 
from a dangerous trip abroad, an ancient but timely 
formula. 


Afterword 

I was drafted into the Israeli Army Reserves from 1983 until 1996.1 was sent to 
Lebanon one more time. Most of the time I drew border observation duty. In 1990 the 
army asked me whether I would be willing to take care of families of soldiers who 
had been killed in action or had died during their military service. I guess I was asked 
because of my BA in Psychology. I agreed and that is what I did during my reserve 
duty several weeks a year until I was released from the army in 1996.1 continued to 
volunteer another two years in the same capacity. 

I am sure there are as many Israeli Armies as there are Israeli soldiers. Still, having 
been in the fairly unique position of being in the US Army and the Israeli Army, I 
would say that the IDF is the most ethical army in the world, in so far as it is possible 
to be concerned with ethics while ducking bullets and protecting your buddies. War is 
not a Sunday school picnic. 
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A Short Autobiography: Mike Stone 

I was bom in Columbus Ohio (USA) in 1947.1 studied fine arts and psychology at 
Ohio State University from 1965 til 1969.1 served in the US Army and was stationed 
at Darmstadt Germany from 1970 to 1972.1 made use of the opportunity to travel 
around Europe and even made a trip to Israel where I met Talma. 

After returning to the States, I married Talma in 1972.1 went to work as a computer 
programmer. We moved to Raanana Israel in 1978.1 served in the Israeli Army as a 
reservist from 1983 til 1998. 

We have three sons, Assaf (born in Columbus 1973), Ari (born in Chicago 1978), and 
Ayal (bom in Tel Aviv 1984). Assaf gave us a precious granddaughter and two 
grandsons, also precious. My granddaughter's name is Shai (bom in Haifa 2001), 
which means gift in Hebrew. My grandson, Daniel, meaning God will judge me, was 
bom in Kfar Saba, 2003. Tom, meaning innocence, was bom also in Kfar Saba in 
2006.1 continue to work as an Internet consultant. 

I am neither a professional writer nor an amateur. Maybe my writing is more like a 
therapy or a compulsion. It is based on a need to communicate, deeply and honestly, 
with someone else. I wrote volumes when I was a young man. Now I write less, if at 
all. As I reread those dusty wormy pages, I pick out a few and polish them up, in 
accordance with my current aesthetic sense. I remove excess rather than embellish. I 
do not believe I can be sued for plagiarizing myself. Maybe in the selection, I will 
rekindle my need to write. I suspect there is one person out there who needs to read 
what I have written. It is said that if you save one person, it is as though you have 
saved the world. All my writing is dedicated to that world. 

I write in order to understand. 
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